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TO THE READER. 



If. in my 6ong or in my saying, there appears 
more of egotism than enough, how can I avoid it 
and speak at all ? The narrative portion of these 
pages is a record of scenes and circumstances inter- 
woven with my experience — with my destiny. Hence 
the necessity of my telling my own tale. Then the 
feelings and fancies, the pleasure and the pain, that 
for a time hovered ahout my aimless existence were 
all my own — my property. These aerial investments 
I held and fashioned into measured verse. 

Thus, hy the self-derived authority whereby I 
tell my own tale, do I sing my own song ; so that 7, 



FF«, and Us, nxt the all and all of the matter. The 

fie If -portraiture herein attempted, ia not altogether 
egotbm neither, iQaamucii ae the main liDeanients of 
the sketch are to be fouod io the separate histories 
of a thousand families id Scotland within theee latt 
ten yearf . That fact, howetefp being contemplated 
in masSi and in reference to iti bulk only, acts more 
on the wonder than on the pity of mankind^ as if 
human sympathies » tike the human eye, could not 
compaes an object eKceedingly Urge, and Bame time 
exceediDgly near. It is no small share in the end 
and aim of the present little work, to impart to one 
portion of the community a glimpse of what is some- 
times going on in another ; and even if only ikat is 
accomplisbed, some good service is done. I have 
long had a notion that many of the heartburnings that 
ran through the social whols, spring* not so mu> 
from the distinctiveness of classes^ as their mutual 
ignorance of each other. The miserably rich look 
on the miserably poor with distrust and dread, scarce^ 






' giTiag them credit for aensibiKty sufficient to feel 
their own sorrows. That is ignorance with its gild- 
ed side. The poor, in tura, foeter a hatred of the 
wealthy as a aole inheritance — look on grandeur as 
Hlieir natural enemy, and bend to the rich man's rule 
^m gail and bleeding scorn. Puppies on the one side. 
And demagogues on the other » are the portions that 
come oftenest into contact. These are the luckless 
things that skirt the great diirisionst exchanging all 
that is offensive therein. " Man know thyself " 
should he written on the right hand; on the left, 
*' Men know each other// It is a iubject worthy of 
^wiae head and a piihtf pen. To these I leave it, 
^Bd turn to tell my readers a few words more about 
this book. With very little exception, every thing 
^tere presented was written in Inverury, and within 
^Bese last three years. The " Eecol lections" are in- 
trodnced for the sake of the ** Rhymes/' and in the 
y|ame relationship as parent and child — one the oil- 
ing of the other 1 and in that association alone 
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can they be interesting. I write no morie in either 
than what I knew — and not all of that— so feeling 
has left fancy little to do in the matter. 

While in London, I was introduced to Mr. 
Robert Chambers of the Edinburgh Journal. In 
course of gossip, I related to him what led to the 
production of an " Ode to my Flute." He liked the 
story, and, at his request, I wrote it. It appeared in 
the Edinburgh Journal, and is here reprinted in a 
more extended form, 
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In the spring of 18 — , the fail are of eertafo 
great commercial establishmeDts in America, com* 
bining with other causes* silenced, in one week» up* 
wards of 6000 looms in Dundee, and the various 
agencies in its connexion, and spread dismay through* 
out ihe whole county of Forfar* Amongst the many 
villages thus trade- striclceu^ none felt the blow more 
aevercly than that of Newtyle, near Cupar*ADgas. 
This village was new, having sprung up since the 
completion of the Dundee Railway, a few years ago. 
It consisted chiefly of weaving-shops and dwellings 
for the weavers- The inhahltants, about two hun* 
dred in number, were strangers to the place and to 
each other, having been recently collected from dis- 
taot places by advertisements promising them many 
adyantages, hut which, when the evil day came, 
were little regarded, While employers were, some 
oawilling and mauy u»able, to do anything for 
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the relief of those whom they had brought togetbti 
for their own purposes, the people of the neighb oar- 
hood, Iticludiog those of the old village of Newtyle, 
regarded them with stern prejudice, as intruders 
" that naebody keut nae thing about/' It were too 
much to say that they were poeitively persecuted by- 
their neighbours, but certainly they received no sym- 
pathy in their distresses from that quarter, much le 
any relief. 

A little while thinned the village, those only re 
main log who had many children, and were oblige 
to consider well before they started. To these (an^ 
I was of the number) one web was supplied weekl| 
bringing five shillings. The weaver will know wha| 
sort of job the weaving of an ** Osnaburg** was 
that price i It had been a stiff winter and uckindlj 
spring, but it passed away, as other wruters and 
springs must do, I will not expatiate on six huma 
lives subsisted on five shillings weekly — on babie 
prematurely thoughtful — on comely faces withering 
— on desponding youth and too quickly declinl 
age. These things are perhaps too often talked ofM 
Let me describe but one morning of modified starva| 
lion at Newtyle, and then pass on,. 

Imagine a cold spring forenoon. It is eleve^ 
o'clock, but our little dwelling shows none of the 
iigns of that time of day. The four children are still 
asleep. There is a bed-cover hung before the win- 
dow, to keep all within as much like night as pos* 
sible; and the mother sits beside the beds of her 
ohildreo, to lull them back to sleep whenever an| 
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sliows an iDcHnation to awake* For thU there is a 

cEu^e» for otir weekly £ve sbilltngs hare not come a& 

expected, and tlie only food in tbe house consists ot 

& handful of oatmeal Baved from the supper of last 

night. Our fuel h also exbansted. My wife and I 

were con vers rng in sunken whispers about making 

L an attempt to cook the handful of meal» when the 

^H youngest child awoke beyond its mother's power to 

V hush it again to sleep* and then fell a whimpering, 

m and Enally broke out in a steady scream, which, of 

courte, rendered it impossible any longer to keep the 

rest in a state of unconsciousness. Face after face 

fiprnng np, each with one consent exclaiming, •* Oh, 

mother, mother, gie me a piece !" How weak m 

^ord is sorrow to apply to the feelings of myself and 

wife daring tbe remainder of that drear}* forenoon I 

We thns lingered oq daring the spring, still 
hoping that things would come a little round, or that 
at least warmer weather would enable us, with more 
^K safety* to venture on a change of residence. At 
^Ueiigth, seeing that our strength was rapidly dectin- 
^Bog, I resolved to wait no longer. Proceeding to 
^^Dmndee, I there eichanged^ at a pawnbroker's, a last 

rand most valued relic of better days, for ten sbil- 
lingSf four of which I spent on such little articles as 
usually constitute " a pack," designing this to be 
carried by my wife, while other four shillings I ex- 
pended on second-hand books, as a stock of march an* 
»4i2e for myself; but I was very unfortunate in my 
selection, which consisted chiefly of little volumes, 
containing abridgements of modera anthors^ these 
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autliora bemg generally of a kmd little to the taste 
of a rustic population. 

On a Thursday morning, we forsook our melan^ 
choly habitatiOQ^ leavmg in It my two looms and 
some farniture (for we thought of returning' to it) J 
and the key with the landlord. On the third dayp1 
Saturday, we passed through the village of Inchture^ J 
m the Caree of Gowricj and proceeded towards Kin« 
naird. Sunset was fallowed by cold, sour east windi I 
and rain^ The children becoming weary and fretful* j 
we made frequent inquiries of other forlorn- 1 ookiDgl 
beings whom we met, to ascertain which farm-townJ 
in the vicinity was most likely to a^ord us quartern.] 
Jean was sorely exhausted, bearing an infant eon* 
stantly at the breast, and often carrying the young* 
est boy also, who had fairly broken down in tba ] 
cour^ of the day. It was nine o'clock when we I 
approached the large and comfortable- looking stead- 
ing of B ; standing about a qaarter of a mila 1 

o& the road. Leaving my poor £ock on the wayside f. 
I pushed down the path to the farm< house with con^ 
siderable confidence^ for I bad been informed 
B *- — - {meaning! by this local appellation, th 
farmer) was a humane man who never turned the 
wanderer from his door. Unfortunately for us, thej 
worthy farmer was from home, and not expected tol 
rettirn that night. His housekeeper had admitted] 
aeveral poor people already, and could admit no I 
more* I pleaded with her the infancy of my family,] 
the lateness of the night, and their ut^r unfitness to { 
proceed — thai we a^ught nothing hut eheltf^r-^thatl 
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^Ibe meanest sbed would be a blessing* Heaven's 
mercy was never more earnestly pleaded for than was 
a night's lodging by me on that oecaaion ; but ** No, 

I no, no," wag the un varying answer to all my en- 
ltreattes, 
I I returned to my family. They had kept closer 
together, and all, except the mother, were fast asleep* 
*' Ohr Willie, Willie* what keepit ye V* inquired the 
trembling woman; *' Fm dootfn' o' Jeanie," she 
added ; '* isna she waesome like ? Let's in frae the 
eaald/* " We've nae way to gang, lass/' said I, 
** whatever come o* us* Yoa folk winna hae us." 
Few more words passed. I drew her mantle over 
the wet and chilled sleepers^ and sat down beside 
them.. My bead throbbed with pain, and for a time 
became the tenement of thoughts I would not now 
reveal. They partook less of sorrow than of indig- 
nation, and it seemed to me that this same world was 
a thing very much to he hated ; and, on the whole, 
the sooner that one like me could get out of it, the 
^better for its sake and mine own. 1 felt myself, as 
^fec were* shut oat from mankind — ^enclosed — prisoned 
^in misery — no ontlook^ — none 1 My miserable wife 
and little ones, who alone cared for me — what would 
I not have done for their sakea at that hour 1 Here 
let me speak out — and be beard, too, while I tell it 
'^that the world does not at all times know how uu^ 
tafely it sits^ — ^wben Despair has loosed Honoar*e last 
hold upon the heart — when transcendent wretched- 
neBs lays weeping Reason in the dust^ — when ev&ry 
UQsympathiring onlooker is deemed an enemy — who 
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TBEK can limit the coQieqveiicee ? For ray own 
I confess that, ever lince that dreadful night, 1 
never hear of an Extmordioary mm in a), without 
wish to pierce through the mere judiciaJ view of 
career, under which, I am persuaded j there woi 
often be found to exist an unseen impuUe-*'a ch: 
with one end fixed iu Natare*s holiest ground, ti 
drew him on to his destiny* 

The gloamin' light was scarcely suflicient to alio' 
roe to write a note, which I carried to a stately mi 
sion hard by. It wes to entreat what we had be' 

denied at B^ * This application was also fraitleai 

The servant had been ordered to take id no such no' 
and he coald not break through the rule. Oo rejoiiuny 
my little group, my heart lightened at the presence ol 
R serving*roani who at that moment came near, and 
who, observing our wretchedness, cuuld out pass with- 
out endeavouring to succour us. The kind words ol 
this worthy peasant sunk deep into our hearts* 1 d^ 
not know bis name; but never can I forget him. Aa* 
ststed by btmi we arrived t about eleven o'clock « at 
the farm-house of John Cooper, West- town of Kio- 
uairdp where we were immediately admitted^ Thf 
accommodatkon, we were told^ was poor ^— but what 
an alternative from the storm-beaten wayside ! 
servants were not yet in bed ; and we were permitl 
a short time to warm ourselves at the bothy 
During this interval, the infant seemed to revive ; it 
fastened heartily to the breast, and soon fall asleep* 
We were nest led to an out-bouse. A man stood 
hv with ^ lantern, white, with straw and blankets, we 
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made a pretty fair bed. Id lesa than half an hour» 
the whole slept sweetly in their dark and almost 
roofless dormitory, I think it must have been be- 
tween three and four o'clock when Jean wakened me. 
Oh, that ecream ! — 1 think I can hear it now, The 
other children J startled from sleep, joined in fright* 
ful wail over their dead sister. Our poor Jeanie had, 
UQobsenred by mg gunk during the night under the 
effects of ths exposure of the preceding evening, fol- 
lowingf as it did, a long course of hardship^ too great 
to he home by a young frame. Such a visitation 
could only he sustained by one hardened to misery 
and wearied of existence. I eat a while and looked 
on them ; comfort I had none to give — none to take ; 
J spake not — what couM be said — words f Oh, no! 
the worst is over when words can serve na. And 
yet it is not just when the wound is given that pain 
is felt. How comes it, I wonder, that minor evils 
will affect even to agony, while paramount sorrow 
overdoes Itselfj and stands in stultt^ed calmQcsa ? 
Strange to say, on first becoming aware of the he- 
reavement of that terrible nightj I sat for some mtn- 
ntes gazing upwards at the flattering and wheeling 
movements of a party of Bwallows* our fello w4odgers, 

bich had been disturbed by our unearthly outcry,. 
After a while, I proceeded to awaken the people in 
tbe house, who entered at once loto our feeliogs, and 

id every thing which Christian kindness could dic> 

lis as proper to be done on the occasion « A nu- 
irlnts and respectable party of neighbours assem- 

led that day to assist at the funeral. In an obscure 
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corner of Kitiaaii'd eburcbyard lies our favourite. Hi 
tie Jeanie. 

Early on Monday, we resumed our heartle 
pilgrimage — wandering onwards, witliout any 
tied purpose or end. The busy, singings world aboi 
us was a nuisance ; and around, the loaded fiell 
bore nothing' for us ^ — we were thmgs apart » N§ 
Itnew we where that night our couch might be« 
where to-morrow our grave, 'Tis but fair to ^af 
however, that our children oever were ill* off durij 
the day-time. Where our goods were not Uougli 
we were, nevertheless, offered " a piece to the balrj 
ies," One thing which m ight contribnte to this w« 
that our appearance^ as yet, was respectable, and j 
ieemed m if the people saw in ns neither the sbrei 
hawker nor the habitual mendicnDt, so that we wi 
better supplied with food than had been our lot 
ID any a month before. But oh, the ever^recurriu 
Bunset! Then came the hour of sad conjecturing 
and sorrowful outlook. To seek lodging at a farm 
before sunset, was to insure refusal* After night- 
fall, the children, worn out with the day's wander* 
Ings, turned fretful* and slept whenever we sat dowiu 
After experience taught ua cunning in this, as in 

I other things — the tactics of habitual vagrants being 
lo remain in concealment near a farm of good nam^i 
until a suitable I ale u ess warranted the attack* Thii 

tonight, however, we felt so much in need of a coed- 
lortable resting-place, that it was agreed we shou 
make for ErroL There we settled for the night i|| 
house kept for the humblest description of ** trav 
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r»/' It 19 one of tbose plaeee of entertaiameut 
)thom most engaging feature li the easy price. It* 
nate&i unaCQustotned evea to the luxary of a fire^ 
&ny «iio»gh dispense with seats; and where &ve 
' sue people ^e packed up alive In one box^ a su* 
abuiidance of hed-clothes wodd be found uocom* 
able* Hence the easy charges. Oar felbw- 
' lodgers were of all nations, to the amount of two 
dozen or so* As it ha£ been my loti since then* to 
yaasf toany a night and day in similar society, and, 
Bavin^ someis'hat of a turn for observation, my me- 
mory could furni&h many records of " gangrel bodies/* 
ibat are not altogether wanting in interest; but of 
bat ftn other time. One ease, however* bas, in some 
^ints, so mucb of resemblance to my own, at one 
feriodi that I would fain notice it here. At the 
Poamin' houTp we entered the village of ErroL In 
he main street, a group of people bad gathered 
|>ond a man» and stood silent and attentive, ub if 
ipectiug some display or another, I wondered, for 
moment, whether the man was a preacher, and at 
^ead stop for material. The grave and beuefolent 
kpresiioQ on hii comely face, as well as the dark 
ne of bis apparel* misled me so far ; and for the 
t, tbe bewilderment of bis look certainly intimated 
Ktp wbatever the employment, his lips had "cloeed 
■ the season,** It was not so. 1 knew it all after- 
brda. He had been just then singing — for the 
it time, singing on the streets, I heard his song, 
brely» surely, thought I, it comes from bis very heart; 
I eamettneaSi such sorrowful sweetness 1 Misery 
a 2 
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makes niggard b of ub, and at times eympathies wS 

actuaJly become sel f- conga me d ; yet the man and h^ 
" Light of other davs," haunted my fancy, even 
my motley lodgingB — my caravansary — my bield i 
meal -bags and monsters. Here, aside from t1| 
coarse and bloated inmates of our dii^eltingi a 
spectable-tooking woman £«at nursing a sick infant-^ 
ft poor, withered, corpse-like baby, with little of lif 
there bat the wailing, wailing, that would not 
stilledni One or two of our neighbours seemed 
sympathize with the young and lonely mothe 
others grumbled harshly to want their sleep, 
and by, another !odger entered. It was the man-i 
the very singing roan^ — I beard id the gloaminV 
a moment be was in our group, leaning over his ■ 
ing infant! Now, just think of singings and t^ 
the key-note ! I will not bother you with remark 
" I have wearied sadly for your coming, Jamei 
said the woman. ' ■ Its so dark out bye the nicb| 
be replied, ** I only faund out this door by our we 
greetin\*' 

Many a time, since that sad nigbt» have I seen 
him and his interesting family snug and happy at 
their own hearth, A feeling unknown to the many^ 
sprang up between us — it endures for life — like that 
of creatures who had met in a desert. Fain would 1 
at this moment introduce bis story, for it is a sadii 
one — ^his name, bis sufcrings, and bis amiabilitie 
But no; there are miuds anew in the world littj 
enough^ cruel enough , to remind him, as they haJ 
me, of the desolate day that was never chosen ; a| 



envy sufficient to blot his prosperity — to 6nd invidl* 
BOS causes for his calamity — for sorrows and ctrcum- 
dances that no man would seek. With minds like 
these, to be once down* is never to look up again — 
Qnoe humbled, nothing after is sufficiently low. His 
mfant died ere he left that lodging- house* Injustice 
to silent stxff€rers, as well aa to the unwary benevolent, 
it is well to mention here a cast of imposture carried 
on by the thoroughbred » never-give-up, "all right" 
class of beggar b 00 d» In common tramps houses, 
wherein this class mostly harbour,, a death is, in a 
double sense^ a godsend — such* indeed* is tu them a 
gracious notice, even when it comes in a " fair strae" 
kind of way. But if the decease has aught about It 
q( the extraordinary* so as to attract local sympathy, 
oal of that comes a true Christmas, Every crutch 
f« 013 end— every bag hoisted— every face stretched 
to Ibe nonce, and these things spread to every pointy 
cAch wailing the loss of child, mother, brother, sis** 
ter, or wife^ — or all together, rather than not melt* 
This and sbipwrecks, form a kind of staple in the 
commonwealth of Gaberlanzie, 

Leaving Errol next day, we passed up theCaree 
to Perth, were kept there u few days by some old 
acquaintances, started from thence towards Methven, 
told little on the way thither, but were kindly treated 
by the workers at Huotingtower and Cromwell Park, 
The people there were themselves on limited work 
— indeed, many of them had none ; yet they shared 
their little substance with those that had less. It is 
ftlwmys 80 i but for the poor, the poorer would perish. 
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Jmi before entering Mcfhverii I sold a as 

book to a person breaking stones for the road* Affe 
some conversation, I discovered be was musical, 
was strongly teiDpted to sell blm my flute. He 
taken a fancy to it, aiid offered a good price, I 
itsted ; it had long- been my companion, and son 
times my solace; and, indeed, to ipeak truths I haj 
for some days past, attended to- certain ** fork 
hope" whiaperings, implying the possible necessity i 
using that instrnment in a way more to be lament^ 
than admired. The sum -total of my earthly tood^ 
was fivepence- halfpenny, wMch Tnj little volume i 
seduced from the pocket of the musical lapidary. Wit 
this treasure, we eat by the fireside of Mrs. LJ 
lodging-house in Methven. The good woman gave us 
to understand that our entertainment would cost six* 
pence, at the same tiroe declaiing it to be a standing 
role in her establishment to see payment made of all 
such matters before the parties "took atf their shoon," 
I only wondered, when I looked round on the bare feet 
that luxuriated about her hearth, how she contrived 
to put this test into execution. The demand /or our 
lodging -money was decided* and so was T, I took 
my woe- worn partner aside, whispered her lo piejt 
my flute from out our " budgets/* put ou ber mont 
and follow me. As we went along, I disclosed 
purpose of playing in the outskirts of the village- 
This was a new line of action, not to be taken with 
out some qualms. But then the landlady 1 Beside 
nobler natures^ and hfgber names than [ could cf^ 
jHrnmi, had betaken themselves to similar meani 
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^ft Homer had sang Lis epics for a morsel of bread ; 

^vGoldsmaith had piped his way over half the Continent* 

These were precedents indeed 1 Moreover, neither of 

^_ these worthies bad children in Methven or elsewhere, 

^Ptbat ever I heard of. Nor h it recorded in the hii* 

V tofy of those ^eat men, whether they had at any 

m tiQie heen nnder the compulsion of a landlady who 

attached a spe(;ial can sequence to the moment that 

tin^d the Elioe'tioi. 

M using over these and man j other considera^ 
tioQBi we found onrselves in a, heantiful green lane, 
fairly out of the town, and opposite a genteel-looking 
house, at the windows of which, sat several well- 
dresBed people^ I thlnlc that it might be our bewil* 
dered and hesitating movements tbat attracted their 
notice — perhaps not favourahly, " A quarter of an 
hour longer," said I, " and it will be dmker ; let us 
walk out a bit/' The sun bad been down a good 
while, and the gloamin* was lovely. In spite of 
everything, I felt a momentary reprieve. I dipped 
^y dry flute in a little hum, and began to play. It 
rEog sweetly amongst the trees, I moved on and 
on, still playiDg, and still facing the town, " The 
flowers of the forest" brought me before the house 
lately mentioned. My music raised one window afterl 
another * * * Shol] I not bless the] 

good folk of Methven ? Let me ever chance to meet 
a Methven weaver in distress, and I will share my 
last bannock with him* These men — for I knew 
I em, as they knew iue» by instinct — these men not 
Jy helped me themselves, but testified their ^ati- 



tude to every one that did so. There was enoagh ■ 
encourage further perieverance ; but I felt, after ; 
that 1 htd begun too late in life ever to aequire tht 
" ease and grace" iudlspenaable to him who wou 
saccessfally ** carry^ the gaberlunzie on,'* I felt 
must forego it, at least in a downright street capi 
city. 

After Bome coDBideration, another mode of exelj 
cieing my talents for support occurred to tne. I had 
ever since 1 remember, an irrepressible tendency 
tnake TerseB, and many of these had won applaud 
from my friends and fellow-workmen, so I determiii 
ed to press tliis faculty into my service on the pr 
sent occasion. Accordinglyi after sundry downsil 
tings and contemplatiotis, by waysides and in barn 
tny Muse produced the following ode 



TO MY FLUTE, 

^8 Ti&e to barpj to ]yre, nor lute^ 

I ettle now to smg ; 
To tbee alune, my ]o'e<c!.|iie flttte, 

Ttiifl haiTt«ly straio I bring ! 
Ob ! let u« flee on memorr^ ^[ig> 

0*er twioe ten wtQten iiee, 
Aif tiy Ance mair tbAt fle iweBt spring 

Wbitk yontig love breathed in tnee. 

Comf^nion o' mj bflpp j ^tn, 

Wi* smiliir frlen^B ftiouad ; 
Id ilkft but, in Hlca ben, 

A coBthio weloome found — 
£re ^At tby muster pi^ved tbe wound 

That ne'er eaod skjutbleu by j 
That eie^ to flutes their safHoBt saund^ 

To beortt tbeir saddest aigb. 

Sinc^ Iben, mj bairn a bae danced to tb04>| 

To tbe» mj Jean bnA suog ; 
And iDonie a niclitj yrV gnlLtbia gl«e, 

Oor bearty ballan rung. 
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Btit noo, mV h&rdabip warn and wrung, 

V\i roara the warld about ; 
For her and for our friendtQaa yoitiigj 

Come forth, my faitbful flut£ II 

Y^ur artileas notes may win tbe ear 

Tbat -^fciiJtia bear tij« ai^fcakj 
And for jour i^ke that pi^ty spare^ 

My full h^art couldna w&ek^ 
And whan the wifitor'5 cjfanr^uch bleak 

Dnvea hou^ksa bodjiea in, 
WtsMl aiblma get tbe ingle-che^k^ 

A' for ;our Iicbtaooio din. 



Tbis I dealgued to be printed oa fine paper, with a 
fly<^ leaf attached p and folded m the style of a note, to 
be presented to none under a footman, by a decently- 
dre^sedp niodest-looking man (myself, of coarse), 
wlm, after waiting ten minutes, the time wanted ta^^ 
ntler the " Oh, la'a l" and '* Who may he he's ^'^ 
would, 1 expected, be asked into the drawing-room* 
where the admiring circle should be ravished with his 
sweet-toned minstreky. After compliments aufficient 
for any mere man, this person 1 supposed to retire 
with that in his pocket that could not rightly be ex* 
pended witboat a great deal of prudent consideration. 
Bach was my dream p I accordingly proceeded to act 
as I had designed. With a few copies of my poem, 
I get out once more upon my travels, and, to do jtis- 
tice to the scheme, it was, on ae'veral occasions, 
fUGcessfal to the extent anticipated. In one laird*s 
house I received a guerdon of half a guinea ; bat« 
after all, it was hut beggar's work, and mj sotil in 
time grew sick of it. It was with no sigblngs after 
iesh*pots that, in a few weeks, on times becoming a 
littl® better^ I settled down ooce more to m^ h:^'^^ 
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Weavio^ aboiit a year in Aberdeen, I accidei 
ally obtained a job from a costomary wea'ver in 
Garloch — a district bordering on Mar and Stra^ 
bogle, in Aberdeen eh ire* Tliis proving far m 
profitable than factory work, iflduced me to rem 
my family from Aberdeen to Inverury, a piece ci 
trical and conTeaient to tbe call of employers in ' 
cuitomary line. Nine months after our settle m' 
here, she died^Jean — the mother of my farail 
partner of tny wanderings — tbe nnmurmaring sb 
in all my difficulties, Jeft us — left ns, too, just as 
last cold cloud was passing, ere the outbreak o; 
brigbter day. That cloud passed, but the v 
that followed lost half its vaJne to me, she being 
partaker theTeia. 

In January, 184), precisely one year after bi 
tag taken residence at Inverury, my better ^tar 
all unkuown to me, determined to take a turn on 
upward way. Customary work almost ceaeei 
at this season, and remains dull for several moa' 
I had been unemployed thus for two weeks* To 
tbe weanness, and make away with very tedio^ 
hours, I composed small poems, on eubjecta that 
pleased me. This I did, witboat a glance beyond the 
aelfisb pleasure one finds in shaping out a fixed and 
tangible abode to feelings and fancies dear to the 
memory. One of these compositions I sent to the 
Abmrd^en H^raM* It appeared anonymously in that 
paper. uBhered by a fiattering notice from tbe Editor 
— m gentleman to whom I was then entirely tti>- 
known* This poem, No* K of •* The Blind Boy's 



Pranks/' was copied into most newspapers ia the 
kingtiDn], With a rather fuU average of hanian van- 
ity in my diiposttionr all thtB» at anotlier time, 'VFouId 
have iieen pleasing enough ; but as it was, the first 
g^leam of public favour had not power to withdraw 
my mind from what was before me, nor to brighten 
the dreary outlook. 

On a col dp cold winter day, we iat alone, my 

little ones and I, looking on the last meal procurable 

by honourable meauB. My purpose was settled — 

our wearables, such as they were, lay packed up for 

the journey — Aberdeen and the House of Refuge our 

next home- I felt resigned* True, we might have 

breathed an a little while longer, had I been able to 

worm through all the creeping intricacies that lie 

between Btarvation and parish charities* But oh I 

bow preferable, surely, the UDseen* silent, aaduesa in 

a House of Kefuge to the thousand and one heartless 

queries, taunts, and grumblings that accompany the 

f elder's " eighteenpence/' Heaven averted all these, 

at any rate. On the foreooon of that same day, 

llbere came to me a post letter, dated ** Aberdeen 

1 Journal Office/* The nature of that letter will be 

I gnfficiemtly understood by the following extract : — 

The t»eautifiil TPtsea «Btmed " The Blind Day's Fnwiks," the ptio- 

Jitit:iUm of n ** Serf,"* which appeared in oQrpapiir of tli^SOth Janu&jf 

(oupji>d: from llie HtraM^ wh^re the pt^HliictiDa of the *' Serf *' £»«£ 

; t»|)peArcd}i mti&t we doubt not, frQAh in the memoi^ of many qf awt 

I ; ftnd It win dirLiffht them tn l^rn that ths bumbles yi^t gLft«i 

hug not poased unnoticed or ynrtfWiinicJ. We lima had tbc 

Ittri; ttf cuijivtylii^ to him, fmm k KDntlemAn of thiii (!OVinty, tt^e 

fiiul and |iiira«xL irf bumbltr nietlt urid tii nfltivt* ^niua, a very Bub 

vlAUtUii token of hLi adinimtion ; a[i4 mftkt ni> lipology far eubtDtttlai 
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* The iigtiatuii) erigin^ly nppeoOed to the veisec. 
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r tctgd^ni the simple is}6 of EimnkH wUh whiph Jt has been F^eell 
ril. The irHnufnft Bplrit of pt»otry iM;r¥adc*a ** The Blind Buj'a PiiLiik«^ 
And ^H net les|} cxiq$[]}cuc>mi in the linos whicli faHovr. They cannot: f 
to er««f« ajQ ii],t«re»t in thtj wr/^hr^ cf (ht: fKifd-iCorkin't and taftn 
*' Serl »■ ;— 

In venuy, Fobrtijury 7, IMl* J 
Deab Ste.,^-1 hare th\& bour reaeit^d jour kind IcstCeri i 
closing ani>therj with Htb pound Sj, froin Enackeapock. Una 
lomed — ult^rly unneauatomed as I bave be«n to aueh oorre«|i 
dents, and with iueb actJouipanimetitB, what shull I «aj I 
tliltig nnw — indeed, I cannot ; neitb^^r can I delaj tbifl. aclcno 
f ledgment— but after bours wilJ npeak mj gratitude^ Tftat genlj 
tQan sbaH bear from me squil Meantimo, I eubjoiti a littJe thiq 
Ih&t ba]»pened to be in the ''* loom *^ 'when your^i cAmei to ba 
You ara fairly entitled to tbe ^esbRflt of mj boniely prnduatia 
Tb rough your band^ for tbe finit time in my lif«j bai my rUymti 
brought lae augbt beyond *' liisiojdess*^ praise— indeed, beyo' 
tbat^ I bave oever hoped nor wisbed ; but now tbat, tbrough ( 
tnuni^cence of Knockeftpoek, mypbyaieal itruggle isilstok^&ad 
for^aee that my purfluite (mentahy) may be leM fettered and I 
a wider range* O ! Sir, it is difticult for thoae tn otber eiP 
I" Atancefi to ttiink wbiit a strife ia bis wbo bos to battle lip-deepl 
^ poire rl J, witb a mo tbe r lew family and a pOi^H&it tejnp^nmm 
The taat item tlie worst — inaainuch afl it enban{je« tetifold 
pain that is/r^[timtf and tbe joy that ifl rare^ Let siacenty tkU 
for the want ol glegAQoe itij 

I>EJ.n SIBf 

Your grateful and obliged 

W. Thom. 
To Il> CRAUfixSi Esq. Alieindefiiii 

Ektitor of the Jmtrnal, 



I wrote my thanks ta Mr. GordotSj who« ic 
after, «ent a letter contamiDg maDy inquiriea conce 
mg my situation and prospects. My reply may 
acceptable at this poiot of the story, as it embod 
thQ pith of his letter, and exhibits that kintl of fami 
statistics which his atniahle nature seeks out, iDevi 
instance, to help and to heal. It would fill a voluH 
what I have witnessed of that gentleman's bene^oli 
doings, and of the delight be enjoys in the happinc 

• ** Of Micy» wb«in f9 tbink ol mo." 
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of a fellow* creature ; bot let me speak now only of 
the ID stance at hand. After chasttsing my self for 
not attending more promptly to hh very first com- 
munleatioD, my reply to his second one runs thus; — 



As to tlia long whence that ensued^ 1 tiiu»t rec?«r to my ftiT^ 
cier pki— namely, my kiabiliiy ta eiprea* n»y owo ftiolingti, witli 
JL certainly all the wbile, lIjaI 1 did nol Iraapaaa on tboise of my 
IwijuCketor. ARain I sinc^t^l^ mk pardon ; ntid let this fiu-ther 
considers U on plead for me^ that ray lowly breeding hs» hid from 
oie lliose Qic?e and proper di^tincLionH i^cagnized by people of 
education and bu peri or training — ^van aow, I know not^ thus 
iking, how far I m&y commit myself, and beg leave to pro* 
* to ih^ qnedea m they stand iq your lettflr, replying to> all 
. e[e*hearted Mncerityi ** WAat leo^you hr^d to?- Born in 
■rdfieD, the son of a "widow unable to keep me at home idle^ 
i wa% wh&n ten yearn of age, placed in a pub he factory, where I 
set ve4 an mpprenriee^liip of four years, at tbe end of which I en- 
tered another great wea^n^ establiahmi^nt, " G-prdon, Barron, & 
Co,** where I continued iseveiite<?n yesrs. During nsy apprentice- 
ship, I Imd picked up a little readine and writing. Afterwarde 
««t about litudyinj; Latin — went so far, bnt was fairly defeated 
tlirang^li 'Aar>t of timOf &x* -^ having the wlillo to support my 
mother, who wa« Retting fraiL However, 1 continued to gutli^r 
iomethitig of arathtuetic and titu^iOt both of which I have master-^ 
ed fio far aa to remi^pr further progress easy did I see it rcqul^ite^ 
I play the German flute tolembly in general sut^ectSj hut ju my 
native melodies, liT«ly or pathcflOj to few will Ihy it down. 1 
have every Seotch e^in.L^ that is worth flinging ; and though my 
vocal capability is aoniewbat limited, I eau convey a pretty fnir 
idea of wimt a Scotch aung <}vpM to be. 

Bo mneb for ^* aeqttirettietitiL,''^ You next ask my ^ age and 
MiUe ofheaUh T' I amjuiiy- two — my heBltb not robust nut evenly j 
A lameness of one leg occasioned tjy my hoing, when in infancy, 
cmnUed under the wheel of r cama^^c. Thi^ un^ts me fur worit: 
requiring extra perBonal strengtii ; mid indeed it i^ mostly owing 
to little meehanic^al applianeea of my own contriving, that I urn 
enabled to Eubject the more labodous parts of my ciilling io ti>e 
limiti of my very stinted bodily power, 

*" Thr nmiwfSTandafjeo/myjbmiij/i" Three — Eli2Bb$Ui,agGdJ 
ten an d a-half y e&ra^ W il I lam eig h t, and James fife. 

My wife died In clilldbed, liMit November ; my girl do«t 1 
liesi sha can hy way of housekeeper ; the boys are at aahovl.. 
eanut^t epare the lassie, bo she gets a lesion at home« 

" DcM-Hpii^ft ofm*^ dtoeUmg " — I ticcopy two trim little 
rets in a Ijouse belonging to Sir Robert Elphinslone^ lately I 
on the market attJice of Invorijry, We Umyb etfirythmg re!\iiif*"1 
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in our Irumbte vrii;— »f>rrbaps our blafik&tn prtased a littte 
lightly during the lat(^ severtf wintt^r, hnt then ^e crep^t cla 
tO|[^ether^thttt ia ^i^ne^'tis aumnicp now^ and we are htipe 
that next wbC&r will bring better things. " Means of Lknng'*-^ 
e£np!ojed s^sven or eight monthj^ yearJj in ctifitoronTy weaTing 
that i% a country weaver who wanti a jotirtieyu^aa es'nds tor m4 
I assist in making bedding^ abirting^ and other household stun 
When his customeni aro sn-rved, I am discharged, and so «>ndsi th 
^F-omn. During that tim^ I cam from ten to twelvin ahiilinga i 
week ; pay the master generally four shLllinga for my " kee]]^ 
and remit the rest to my faaiitj^ In this way^ we moved 
bappj enough. Ambition^ or flam i>t1 ting Hke it, wouM now an 
th«ti whiiper me into diitoont^nt. But now, how blest would 
deism myself had I mj beloved partner again, and the same diflS' 
Gultie^ to retm^re. I eke out tLie blank portions of the ee^ason by- 
going into a factory* Here the young and vigurons only can ex^ 
eeed aix shtJlinga weekly, Thh alone i« my period of privation ^ 
however* it h wonderftil how nfeely we get on, A little job iiow- 
tkitd then, in the musienl way, puts all nght again* 1 don |1 
as little at any rate a* possihlo- I bav*? bet^n vain etiougb ^ 
iome value on my mind^ and it being all that 1 poa^ss o(r 
the only thin^ tikeW to put me in posaeseion of aught afterwardl^ 
I would not wiiliiigly drojpn it. ** M^ Booki^—l have few of my 
own"- pick up a loan where it ean he Imd ; ao of course my read- 
Ing^iB without choit^B or system. Your quest ton with regard to 
" Rdigiim^* — I believe in God^ and in Christ the Saviour of mAn<^ 
kind. ** W^ai do I look f^TMnxrd to in ti/^f" Lately 1 looked I 
nothing but inereajiiug lAbour and decreasing strength— intai 
minabie toil and ultimate starvation— sueh Is the fate of niner*^ 
tenths of my brethren — but now daylight breaks on my destiny* 
Since you wrote me, my verses have attracted the notice of sc^ 
veral literary gentlemen in Edinbtirgb, who have tendered friend* 
ship to me — and are to une their influence in my t>ehalf iu the 
e^eot of my publ liking. Mr. M. of the Weekly C^ro^iide^ baa 
frequently mentioned me in kindnefta,* Hence I dreain of 
making my *^ escape ^^ from tbe Jooni ; and of being en&bJed to 

^ Lm&ATTiaSi* irZiea pursued u^i^ piofes&lfiiif conf(?m lUgnlty on its 
ifttt»ty I but whE^n, na iti th« caj<t« i>f Uw AmiAMa and giTLad Thrtm ^ 
Inverury, Aberdee]]Eikir9,anEl numy Otliera of biM oIaas s^lmilarlj fiUtiafli 
cd, it i» rewtrted to amid tlie little r«liLxalkm which a ItibLirlauN profes 
■ion allows, W6 onnfees we rcverenoe that mati ivho eao thuii lind 
the lupeFlorliy of n^ind owr matter. MaDy are contrnt to eat, I 
and do a Uttle wark agum ; wbo* when the aim chinos,. £^1 n 
pleasure than that of beln^ dry and wann ]; wlio, wbva the aton_ 
and the tbonier and liRlitnttif ara naming anound the hen. vent, ] 
«f»me dark retreat aiul there fancy thtsmwelvcf iiiecuns j the daj 
<Hpnv$¥B. to Buoh mindi ni» other fecting than that Uiey muat i 
woik; ind (lie evt'n^ng el(!iAe^ umund them axtd glads thistr dull J 
tffti with otily the I'tgioUK of a, §u|,ip(>r aod a bed. Thts l> tke i ' 
the veietahte Hfe which but toe many Ure, to the tiCler Mb 
luleUeol ao4 elemted Iwlinf.— £^4ii£i«i^ Weiklg Chrvnitk, F^ IMST^ 
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"^nll Sky little one^ ou4 from amangHt ** fuik^a ft^et." I folly ap- 
preciate jour friendly counsel re^^aku^g premature publicatiotu 
Pkiid fiball frttedd to ii^-a\ao to the aelection of fmbj^eUH^ btit J 

'^'ould not b^ divertid fn?m my origioal purpose anent tbe dedlp^ 

atbn to you, God ktiowiij I bavo boeu tauf^tit tbo ?a]ne of a 

■ fciUiog, bot havo never yet atoopad to nn unbecoming action t«l 

jtaJn one ; and nUhongli tbej were in my uBlgLbuurboad (aa ^ 

ion't know if tlit^y air^) that would better mo*— jet, Sir^ permit 

► to abide by my fir^it notion, 

I hud nearly forgot that you ask mo whether I poeseflS " Goad 

fiiQfnmonsens^ as ivdl ws poeikal ahility ?" Well, really. Bit, I can- 
not say — moflt people erect their own fltandard in ibat matteFf 
mid generdiy award to themselves a pretty fcdr sbare ; and few 
are found j^rumbhng with tbe distribution. I have looked &^ 
closely as my degree permittedf upon man ; Ida ways and bis 
wisbes, and I bave tasted in my own experience acme of life's 
bitterest taitinji^a ; benoe I bav(i obtained 9om& shrewd gUmpaes 
of what calls common ienafl into action, and what followa the ac- 
tion w he rein common sense baa no abare* 

Von ^peak of ** respccti^ble referencea ; " Dr» Thomeon hera 
hiLi known me these two years, being the amount of my r^iiidcncQ 
m ibis place ; Mfi M^Naugbtarij manager to Oordan, Barron* 

I& Do. Aberdeen. To theae I nan refer, and if they do not call 
me a g^md, 1 diii.re them to call me a bad man. 15y the way, I 
liftve never aougbt to cultivate amongst thoae not in my imme- 
diate degree, and am Httle knowh^^niy bands Tecommentled m^ 
to luj employers, and beyond that I seldom ill ought. £ have re- 
cove^d the number of copiea you requeated^ and aball remit tlie 
rest whenever they come to band. 
I am^ &c. k<i* 
T^n day a after sendiDg' the above letter, 1 and 
my daughter were dashiDg it m a gilded carriage 
through tbe streetg of London* Here was a change 
auffident to tt^n the head of u bewildered weaver. 
Under the protection of my patron, Mr^ Gordon, I 
remained there, and in other parts of Englaad, up- 
wards of fonr months, and paid great attention to all 
I saw and heard, I was introduced to many of the 
maiter minds of yon great city. In tiie stadio of Sir 



* Knockespaok liud mgp^teid to ine that there might be otbera 
to whom I Giigbt dedloat^ woro adviiutageoualy than to bUo. 
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Francis Chantrey, I conversed with the lamented 
Allan Canningham. I have listened to the eloqaence« 
and heard the nonsense of those who give laws to 
the people. I saw Majesty and Misery, and many 
of the paths hetween. There is not a parchaseable 
pleasure but was put within my power ; and many 
are the delights of happy England, and kind the 
hearts therein ; yet I longed for Scotland, and am» 
again upon my heather and at my loom. Alas ! for 
the loom though ! Hitherto it has been to me the 
ship on which I voyaged o'er life — Happiness and 
Hardship alternate steersmen — the Lyre and a light 
heart my fellow-passengers. Now, amid the giant 
waves of monopoly the solitary loom is fast sinking. 
Thus must the Lyre, like a hencoop, be thrown on 
the wrecking waters, to float its owner ashore. 



POEMS. 



THE BLIND BOY'S PRANKS. 



'* rU tell some ither time, quo' he. 

How we love an* laugh in the north oo\mttie,"-^L^end. 

Mbn grew sae cauld, maids sae unkind. 

Love kentna inrhaur to stay. 
Wi' fient.an arrow, bow, or string — 
Wi* droopin* heart an' drizzled wing. 

He faught his lonely way. 

Is there nae mair, in Garioch fair, 

Ae spotless hame for me ? 
Hae politics, an' corn, an' kye. 
Ilk bosom stappit ? Fie, O fie ! 

I'll swithe me o'er the sea." 



u 

He launched a leaf o' jessamiDc, 

On whilk he dared to Gwim, 
An' pillowed his head on a wee rosebudp 
Syne laithfu'* lanely. Love 'gan ecud 

Down Ury'a waefu' stream. 

The hirda sang bonnle as Love drew near, 

But dawie when be gaed by; 
Till luird wi' the iough o* roonie a eang. 
He sleepit (\i* soaa' an' sailed alang 

'Neatb hear'n^s go w den sky ! 

'Twas jast whaar creepin' Ury greets 

fts mouutuin cousin Don, 
There wandered forth a weelfaur*d dame,^ 

Wha listless gazed on the bonnie stream. 
Tiiat flirted an* played wi' a sunny heam 

Whilk fiiekered its hosora npon. 

Love bappit his head, I trow» that time. 

When the jessamine bark drew nigh. 
An* the lassie e&pied the wee rosebud, 
An* aye her Heart gae thud for thud« 
An' quiet it wadna lie. 

** O gin I but had yon wearie wee iower 
That floats on the Ury sae fair 1" 
She lootit her hand for the silly rose-leaf J 
But little kent she o' the pawkie Chiefs 
That waa larkiu* an* laagbin' there I 



35 

Loye glower*d when he saw her bonnie dark e'e. 

An* swore by Heaven's grace 
He ne'er had seen nor thought to see, 
Since e'er he left the Paphian lea,* 

Mair lovely a dwallin' place. 

Syne, first of a', in her blythesome breast. 

He built a bower, I ween ; 
An' what did the waefu' devil ick neist ? 
But kindled a gleam like the rosy east. 

That sparkled frae baith her een. 

An' then beneath ilk high e'e bree 

He placed a quiver there ; 
His bow ? What but her shinin' brow ? 
An* O sic deadly strings he drew 

Frae out her silken hair. 

God be our guard I sic deeds waur deen, 

Roun' a' our countrie then ; 
An' monie a hangin' lug was seen 
'Mang farmers fat, an* lawyers lean. 

An' herds o' common men ! 

* See Note A. 



c2 
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THE BLIND BOY'S PRANKS. 



Lovi roam'd awa frae Uryside, 

Wi' bow an* barbet keen. 
Nor car*d a daisy .whaur be gaed ; 
*' Auld Scotland's mine, bowe, beatb, and glade 
And I'll trock that tcL' bane. 

" Yon Ury damsel's diamond e'e, 

I've left it evennair ; 
She gied ber beart unkent to me ; 
Noo prees what wedded wicbts maun pree. 

When I'm tiitpriested there. 

•• That time by Ury's glowing stream, 

In sunny hour we met ; 
A licbter beild. a kinder bame 
Than in the breast o' that fair dame, 

I'll never, never get. 
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I kenn'd her meet wi' kindly say, 

A lov'd, a loyr]y name ; 
The heartless ruled poor Jean — an' they 
Hae doom'd a loveless hride, for aye 

To hask a loveless hame^ 

I'll seek hauld Benachie's proud pow. 

Grey king o' common hills ! 
And try hoo bocUes hearts may lowe 
Beneath thy shadeless, shaggy brow» 

Whaur dance a hundred rills." 

Noo trampin' bits* noo fleein' miles, 

Frae aff the common road. 
To keek at cadgers loupin' styles, 
Wha try the virtue^mi' the wyles 

O' maidens lichtly shod. 

He passed Pittodrie's haunted wood.'*' 

Whaar devils dwalt langsyne ; 
He heard the Ury's timid flood. 
An' Gadie's heigh an' harrit scud. 
In playfa' sweetness twine. 

An* there he saw (for Love has een, 

Tho' whiles nae gleg at seein'), 
He saw an' kenn'd a kind auld frien', 
Wha wander'd ghaistlike an' alane. 
Forsaken, shunn'd, an' deein*. 

* See Note B. 
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Her look ance gay as gteams o* gowd 

Upon a ailver sea ; 
Nod dark an' dowie as the cloud 
That creeps athwart yon leafless wood. 

In cauld December's e'e. 

Hear ye the heartsick soan's that fa* 

Frae lips that bless nae mair ? 
Like beildless birdies when they ca' 
Frae wet, wee wing the batted snaw. 
Her sang soughs o' despair. 



San0 of t^e dFbtsaiten. 



Mt cheek is faded sair love* 

An' lichtless fa*s my e'e ; 
My breast a' lane and bare, love, 

Has aye a beild for thee. 
My breast, though lane and bare, love. 
The harae o' cauld despair, love. 
Yet ye've a dwallin' there, love, 
A' darksome though it be. 

Yon guarded roses glowin*. 

Its wha daur min't to pu* ? 

But aye the wee bit go wan 

Ilk reckless hand may strew. 
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An' aye the wee, wee gowan. 
Unsheltered, lanely growin', 
Unkent. uncared its ruin, 
Sae marklessly it grew. 

An' am I left to rue, then, 

Wha ne'er kent Love bat thee ; 
An' gae a love as trae, then. 

As woman's heart can gie ? 
Bat can ye canldly view, then, 
A bosom borstin' fa' then ? 
An' hae ye broken noo, then. 

The heart ye sought frae me ? 
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THE BLIND BOY'S PRANKB. 



Bt the lowe o' a lawyer's ingle bricht. 

Wi' graesome looks an' dark. 
The deil sat pickin' his tbum's ae nicht 

Wi* evendonn want o* wark. 
At length in the learn'd lag to hark 

He cannilie screw'd him roan'» 
Syne clew his elbow an' lench to mark 

The lang«leaft baik brocht doun. 

Wi* outshot een, o'er leaf an' line, 

Sae keenly did they leak, 
An* o' there was ae waefu* sign 

Within that wearie buik. 
Whan Homie gae his mou a craik 

An' whi8per*d, *' Look ye, here*8 
A crafter carl upon our hook 

Ahint these twa ' ^a'f years.' 
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' Gae hany hinj, man, an' gar him dee— 
The lave is youT*s an' mine ; 
Hj9 daisy doditer*s scorn fu' e'e 

Will blink less aancy syne. 
In beinless wa'a juat lat her pinCj 

Sie lanesome hardships proe ; 
An' here's my loof the haughty qnean 
I Will fa* afore etie flee/* 

Love heard, an' scnnnert vtV the plot 

Swore grey the very moonj 
But he would hae the lawyer shot, 

An* gar the deevil drouot 
He iaft his wing o'er brae, an' bonn' 

0*er bank an' bum wide ; 
In lowly biggin Hchted doun 
^ An* kodt by Annie'3 side. 

0, whaur is love maiet lovely seen ? 

In timorous glances stealing — 
Half' hid* half-owa'd, ia diamond e'en 

The soul -fraught look revealing ? 
No ; see it there — a daughter kneeling 

A father's sick»bed near ; 
With upraised heart to Heaven appealing. 
■ That — that's the look for angel' g wear. 



Sic look was tbine, poor Ann that uicht. 
Yon waesome watehfu' hour ; 

The man o' huikstbow'd at the sicht — 
He tint a' pith an' powV. 
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The very deil forthwith 'gan scoQf 
By heicht an* Howe — an' then 

At Cardials brig he tumbFt o'er 
An' never raise again. 

The laneftt lawyer held his breath, 

An* word micht utter nane ; 
But lookit aye — grew aye tnair laitb 

To blaud her bonnie een* 
Love threw a shafti sae caret an* keeai 

It trembled in his heart ; 
Ad* inight a deen^ altho* a stane 

Had dwaDin iq the part. 

Syne, dull an* dowie^ wending hame» 

Wi* cares ne'er kent afore, 
His heart a* sunken down wi' shame — 

Wi' new love gushing o'efi 
By book or bond he hdd nae store, 

Bith bound enough was be i 
Nor could be read aught ither lore 

Tlmn beam'd In yon bricht e*e, 

A aaltness hangs on ilka word« 

A wish on ilka hour; 
A sang is sought frae every bird, 

A sich frae every flower. 
Now briefs forsaken, rot an' sour — 

A sonnet rules a summons ; 
£*ea Blackstone'e weighty wit maun eour 

To far mair weighty woman's- 
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KNOCKESPOCK'S LADY. 



Air ancestor of Jamss Adam Gordon, Esquire, the preeent Laird of 
Knookespook, about a cMitury and a-half ago, in a second marriage, 
had taken to wife the loyely Jean Leiih of Harthill. His affectionate 
lady, notwithstanding their great disparity of age, watehed the chamber 
of her sick husband by day and by night, and would not divide her care 
with any one. Worn out and wasted from continued attendance on her 
husband, she fell into a sleep, and was awakened only by the smoke and 
flames of their burning mansion ; the menials had fled— the doom of the 
dying laird and his lady seemed fixed. In her heroic affections she bore 
her husband from the burning house— laid him in a sheltered spot, and 
forced through the very flames for " plaids to wrap him in." 

Ab wasteftt' howl o'er earth an' sea^ 

Nae gleam o' heaven's licht 
Might mark the boands o' Benachie 

That black an' starless nicht. 
Siclike the nicht, siclike the hour, 

Siclike the wae they ken, 
Wha watch till those lov'd eyes shall close 

That ne'er may ope again. 

As gin to tak' the last lang look, 

He raised a lichtless e'e ; 
Now list, O, thou, his lady wife, 

Knockespock speaks to thee ! 
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Sit doun, my Jeanie Gordon, love. 

Sit doun an* Imutd my head; 
There's sic a lowe beneath my brow 

MauQ aooD, Boon be my dead, 

Aye whaur ye find the stoun, oh, JeaOi 

Press tae your kindly ban' i 
I wadna gie ae breath o' tkte 

For a' else on ray ]an*» 
Your couthle word dreepB medidati 

Your very touch can heal ; 
An', oh, your e'e does mair for me 

Than a' our doctor's skill V 

She leant athwart his bumia' brow. 

Her tears lap lichtly doun ; 
Beneath ber saft, safti dautin' ban* 

KnockeBpock eleepit sonn*. 
For woroan's watch is bolinese — 

fn woman's heart, sae rare. 
Wlien a' the warld is cauld an' dark , 

There's licbt an' I i then ess there I 

Wliat's yon that tints the deep dark brao 

A a' flicbera od the green ? 
U*B no the ray» o* morning grey, 

Nor yet tbe bonnie meen ! 
That licht that flares on Benachte 

KnockeBpock weel may rue ; 
Nor Gadie'e gtream would dit yon gleam 

That wraps his dwallin' now* 



45 

But what recks she how fast they flee-- 

The haartlesa hinds are gane ; 
Are nane to help thetr listless laird ? 

Their friendless lady ? Nane ! 
Yet woman's love, O, woman's love. 

The wide unmeasured sea 
la nae so deep as wtiman^s love. 

As her sweet sympathy ! 

Upon the wet an* windy swurd 

She wadna lat him down. 
Bat wiled an' wiled the lithest beild 

Wi' breckauB bappet roun% 
Knockespock's cauld, he^s deadly cauJd— 

Whaur has his lady gaoe ? 
How has she left him in the loan 

A' tremhlin* there alane ? 

An* has she gane for feckless gowdi 

To tempt yon fearfn' lowe ? 
Or is her fair mind, wrecked an wraugi 

Forgone its guidance now ? 
She fearless speels the reek in' towV, 

Tho' red, red is the wa*. 
An* braves the deaf nin* din an' stour, 

Whare crack I in* rafters fa'* 

It is na gowd, nor gallant robes. 

Gars Jeanie Gordon rln ; 
But she has wiled the saftest plaids 

To wrap her leal lord in. 



For woman^s heart is tendernegs, 

Yet woman weel may dare 
Tbe deftest deed, an' tremble nana, 

Gin true love be her care. 

' Tbe lowe has scaith'd your locka, tny Jean, 

An' scorch' d your bonnie brow * 
Tbe graceleas flame consumes otir hame-™ 

What thinks my lady now ?'* 
My locks will grow ogaini my love, 

My broken brow will men'» 
Your kindly breast's the lealest hame 

That I can ever ken ; 

But, O, that waesome look o* thine, 

Knockespock, I wad gie 
The livin' heart frae out my breast 

For aught to pleasure thee 1" 
Wed, woman's heart! ay, woman's heart ! 

There grows a something there* 
The sweetest flower on baiik or bower 

Maun nane wi' that compare. 



THK MANIAC If OTHEB'S DKCAJL 



Wbbn sonliglit leftves the lea. 

And songleas birds would rest. 
When sleeping dews there be 

Upon the gowan's breast — 
Who, like the dark'ning west. 

That lone one ? Who im she ? 
Tis scnrow's fated guest. 

And ikis her reTelry : — 

Through cnunbling tombs, o'er boneless gn 
The wrathful wind in that hour that raves. 
Shall mingling, mingling, moan and sigh. 
To the maniac mother's lullaby. 
Wliile cow'ring 'neath the rained wall 
Of £]gin*8 dark Cathedral.* 

« As o'er her boroing brow 

She laves jon holj spring. 
And down her cheek of soow 
The big tear mlngliog — 

«8cc2CoteC. 
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Would some mild ipirit bring 

The heart-wniDg living genij 
And place it sparkling 
In sorrow's diadem ! 

Well might the sallow ^oddeBs wear 

In her cold coronal that tear I 

The tear of tears is herX all shed 

On sirelesg son's un sheltered head. 

When misery's guideleas gush is o'er* 

And drowning reason speaks no more ; 

When broken, withered, one by one, 

Ail, al] eartb»boiinded wlah is gone ; 

When woe is wearied, nor can tell 

On the scaithed breast another knell — 

Ot mother's heart I up-welling there^ 

Affection wrestles with despair^ 

And measnreless that burning flow 

A mother's heart alone may know* 

V # Ht 1^ 4 

" B&irnie, mine, be hushed to mCi 

An' 111 tell ymi a dream that I dreamt o' tbee 

As we lay in the lythe o* yon hare graLf-stane-" 

me, *twas an unco dream yestreen ! 

Yon gruesome spirit that haunts our hame, 

Wi' ither eldrlch goblins came ; 

They pu'd my heart and they dimm'd my e e^ 

Till my baby bairn I cou*dna see : 

But aye I heard your waesome cry, * 

As they bore me o*er yon dreamy sky ; 

And weel, frae the height o* my heavenly ha\ 

On sorrow in* earth my bairn I saw i 
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J saw you conjared — kent your greet, 

As you crouch 'd and cower*d at the carlin's feet j 

Ilk tear that sped frae your sleepleas e e 

Were draps like the livin' bleed frae me? 

Til] to] I'd and toru, and wan and wae, 

Ye wandered far frae your heather brae* 

The ehrifted souls that dwelt wi* me, 

Looked wistfu' o'er your destiny ; 

And O to me their holy sang 

In changefa' sweetness swelled atang I 

And aye their god ward melody 

Breathed watehfu' ben i sons on thee, 

I saw the warl* gang rowio' by, 

And you beneath its kindest sky ; 

I marked the hue o' crimson weir. 

Bedeck the breast o* my bairnie dear t 

Till the highest head in yon jewelled land, 

Bent to the beck o' my Andrew's band. 

Ae time the warld came rowin* by. 

We misied ye in yon lo'esome sky^ 

But tracked your keel across the main, 

To your ham el ess Highland braes again « 

And bonnle was the bough and fair 

Your brave hand brought and planted there i 

Braid, hraid ita branch o' fadeless green ^ 

Wi streaks o* sunny light between^ 

As, laughing frae their yellow sky. 

They kissed tbe leaves that loot them by. 

There smiling Plenty safely laid 

lu Mercy's lap her gowden head ; 
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The fiercest winter wiDds that rair 
Could never fauld a sna'-wreath there ; 
E'en Misery's caald and withering e'e 
Fell feckless o'er your stately tree. 
The stricken deer weel there might rest. 
And lap the bleed frae its dapple breast ; 
The wingless doo would leap and splash 
A' drippin' frae the hunter's flash. 
Safe shelter'd in yon shady fa'. 
To croon its little heart awa' ; 
And wee, wee birdies, nane could name. 
Came flutterin' there, and found a hame ; 
E'en rooks and ravens, tired o' bleed. 
Sought shelter there in time o' need. 
But O, that wind ! its harrying screaoy. 
Reive through the rest o' my bonnie dream." 
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OLD FATHEB FROST AND HIB FAHILY. 



tM father Froil^ he hath children twain* 
\ cloud'horn daughters of Lady Rain ; 
elder fl coquetifh, paltenng' thmg^t 
mid woo you io winter and pelt you in spring^j 
Jmus yott might Bcarce feel her feathery fall, 
[ she will beard you with tcick bill : 
[1 the wa fringe of heaven roll higher and higher, 
coward* 1 ike i flees from the conflict of fire — 
leightens the havoCj for her feeble power, 
ecaithless the oak, how it fells the frail flower 1 
the bud of the berry, the bloom of the beau, 
bunderM to earth by the merciless quean ; 
Ihe stout stems of summer full often must quail 
b rattling, brattling, head-breaking bail 
say a word of how rudely she breaks 
dream of the garret- doomed maid, and awakes 
^land regrets in the marrowless* lass, 
ruelly mimics the " touch on the glass/' 
lier cold Httle pearls, that dance, bound, and pkv, 
or am boDnie bairns on Candlemas day. 

u 2 
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You \inow her meek sister ? O, Boft la tbe fall 
Of her fairy footsteps on hut and on hall ! 
To hide the old father's bleak doings below. 
In pity fhe cometh, the miotet'ring snow. 
With her mantle she covers the shelterkas trees. 
As they groan to tbe howl of the Borean breeze ; 
And baffles tbe eearch of the subtle wind, 
Guarding each crevice lest it should find 
Its moaning way to tbe fireless fold 
Of the trembling yonng aud the weeping old^ 
When through ber white bosom the daisy appears 
She greets the fair stranger with motherly tears I 
And they mingle so sweet with the golden ray 
Of I he struggling beam that chides her away* 
But w here's the last speck of her brightness seen, | 
Mid tbe bursting spring and its saucy green ? 
In the coldest side of yon lone churchyard, 
Neglected graves she loveth to ward ; 
But not where gorgeous marhle pleads, 
And frequent foot of mourner treads ; 
But down by the etraoger'a noteless lair. 
Where sighs are few and footsteps rare- 
She lovelb — she loveth to linger there ! 
O'er hearts forgotten that sleep below. 
There is poDe to weep but the friendly snow* 



iir, I 

I 
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AUTUMN WINDS. 



>** Bmmie House o* Airly." 



Oj TB waesome winds, hoo yer mourning grieves, 
Hoo yer sighing an' moaning fear me ; 

As ye toss an' tear the trembling leaves 
That ye cherished when he was near me. 

I've kent ye woo them — I've heard ye woo. 

As saftly as woman's lane sighing ; 
Whan ye slyly kissed the cozie dew 

Frae their faulded bosoms lying. 

Now nightly athwart the naked plain, 

Yer whirling the saucy snaw in ; 
Ye've changed the dew to the pelting rain. 

Till yer poor droukit leaves are fa'in. 

Hae ye fausely strayed *mang misty groves, 
Wi' ice- wreathed maidens to marrow ? 

O, they've come an' slain yer bonnie summer loves, 
An' driven ye daft wi* sorrow. 
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But my love is true, ye winds that blaw. 
An' yer fauseness maunna fear me ; 

His kind heart never will flit nor fa', 
Tho' he daarna own his dearie. 

There's ae green branch on yon blighted tree» 

An' the lave a' darkly dwining ; 
There's a bricht e'e looks love to me. 

Like the weird licht o'er me shining. 

Yet O, ye winds, hoo yer wailing grieves. 

Hoo yer sighing and moaning fear me ! 
As ye toss an' tear the dowie grey leaves 

That watir green, green, when he was near i 
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O, MARY, WHEN YOU THINK OP ME.* 



O, Mart, when you thiDk of me. 

Let pity hae its share, love ; 
Tho* others mock my misery. 
Do you in mercy spare, love. 

My heart, O, Mary, own'd but thee. 
And sought for thine so fervently ! 
The saddest tear e'er wet my e'e. 
Ye ken wha brocht it there, love. 

O, lookna wi' that witching look. 
That wiled my peace awa, love ! 
An' dinna let me hear you sigh. 
It tears my heart in twa, love ! 
Resume the frown ye wont to wear ! 
Nor shed the unavailing tear ! 
The hour of doom is drawing near. 
An* welcome be its ca', love ! 

* See Note D. 
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How could ye hide a thought sae kind. 

Beneath sae caald a hrow, love ? 
The broken heart it winna bind 
Wi' gowden bandage, now, love. 
No, Mary ! mark yon reckless shower ! 
It hung aloof in scorching hour. 
An' helps nae now the feckless flower 
That sinks beneath its flow, love. 



57 



I'VE SOUGHT IN LANDS AYONT THE SEA. 



Am—*' My Normandie." 

We sought in lands ayont the sea 
A hame — a couthie hame for thee, 
An' honeysickle bursts around 
The blithesome hame that I hae found ; 
Then dinna grudge your heather bell- 
ow fretna for your flowerless fell — 
Here dale an' down mair fair to see. 
Than ought in our bleak countrie ! 

Come o'er the waters* dinna fear. 
The lav'rock lilts as lo'esome here, 
Ad' mony a sweet, around, above. 
Shall welcome o'er my Jessie, love. 
My hame wi' halesome gear is fu'. 
My heart wi* loweing love for you ; 
O haste, my Jessie, come an* see 
The hame— the heart that wants but thee ! 
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But mind ye, lass, the fleetfa' hoars^ 
They wait nae — spare nae fouk Dor flowers^ 
An' sair are fouk and flowers to blame, 
Wha wishfu', wastefu' wait for them. 
O, bide nae lang in s wither, then. 
Since flowers an' fouk may wither, then. 
But come, as lang's I hae to gie 
A hame» a heart to welcome thee ! 
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I WOULDNA-0, I COULDNA LOOK. 



I wouLDNA — O, I couldna look 
On that sweet face again ; 

I daurna trust my simple heart, 
Now it's ance mair my ain. 

I wouldna thole what I hae thol'd. 

Sic dule I wouldna dree. 
For a* that love could now unfold 

Frae woman's witchfu* e'e. 

Fve mourn'd until the waesome moon 

Has sunk ahint the hill. 
An' seen ilk sparkling licht aboon 

Creep o'er me. moumin' still. 

I've thocht my very mither's hame 

Was hameless-like to me ; 
Nor could I think this warld the same 

That I was wont to see. 
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Bat years o* mingled care hae past, 
Wi* blinks o' joy between ; 

An' yon heart-hoarded form at last 
Forsakes my doited een. 

Sae cauld and dark my bosom now. 
Sic hopes lie buried there ! 

That sepulchre whare love's saft lowe 
May never kindle main 

I couldna trusl this foolish heart 
When its ance mair my ain ; 

I couldna — O ! I daurna look 
On Mary's face again ! 
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JEANIE'S GRAVE. 



I SAW my true Love first on the banks of queenly Ta3S 
Nor did I deem it yielding my trembling heart away ; 
I feasted on her deep dark eye, and loved it more and 
more, 

[ For, oh ! I thought I ne'er had seen a look so kind 

! before ! 

I heard my true love sing, and she taught me many a 

strain. 
Bat a voice so sweet, oh ! never shall my cold ear hear 

again. 
In all our friendless wanderings — in homeless penury — 
Her gentle song and jetty eye, were all unchanged to 

me. 

I saw my true Love fade — I heard her latest sigh — 
I wept no friv'lous weeping when I closed her lightless 
eye; 
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Far from her native Tay she sleeps, and other \ 

lave 
The markless spot where Ury creeps around my Jc 

grave. 

Move noiseless, gentle Ury ! around my Jeanie's 
And ril love thee, gentle Ury ! where'er my foo 

tread ; 
For sooner shall thy fairy wave return from yond< 
Than I forget yon lowly grave, and all it hides 

me.* 

* See Note E. 



THEY SPEAK 0' WYLES. 



Air—*' CBn a bodie meet a bodie." 

Thbt speak o' wyles in woman's smiles, 

An' ruin in her e e — 
I ken they hring a pang at whiles 

That*s unco sair to dree ; 
But mind ye this, the half-ta*en kiss. 

The first fond fa in' tear. 
Is, Heaven kens, fu' sweet amends. 

An* tints o* heaven here. 

When twa leal hearts in fondness meet, 

Life's tempests howl in vain — 
The very tears o' love are sweet 

When paid with tears again. 
Shall sapless prudence shake its pow, 

Shall cauldrife caution fear ? 
O, dinna, dinna droun the lowe 

That lichts a heaven here ! 
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What tho' weVe ca'd a wee before 

The stale " threescore an' ten ;" 
When "Joy" keeks kindly at your door. 

Aye bid her welcome ben. 
About yon blissfu' bowers above 

Let donbtfn' mortals speir, 
Sae weel ken we that " heaven is love," 

Since love maks heaven here. 



65 



THE LAST TRYST. 



This nicht ye'U cross the bosky glen, 
Ance mair, O would ye meet me then ? 
I'll seem as bygane bliss an' pain 

Were a* forgot ; 
I winna weep to weary thee» 
Nor seek the love ye canna gie ; — 
Wbaor first we met, O let that be 

The parting spot ! 

The boor JQSt when the faithless licht 
O' yon pale star forsakes the nicht ; 
I woaldna pain ye wi' the blicht 

Ye've brought to me. 
Nor would I that yon proud cauld ray 
Should mock me wi* its scornfu' play ; — 
The sunken een and tresses grey 

Ye maunna see. 
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Wi' sindered hearts few words will sair. 
An' braiD*dried grief nae tears can spare ; 
These bl aidless lips shall never mair 

Name thine or thee 
At murky nicht, O meet me then ! 
Restore my plighted troth again ; 
Your bonnie bride shall never ken 

Your wrangs to me. 
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ONE OP THE HEART'S STRUGGLES. 



Air—" Willie was a wanton wag." 

" O ! LBT me gang, ye dinna ken 

How sair my mither flate yestreen — 
Ad', mournin' o'er and o'er again, 

Speir'd whaur I gaed sae late at e'en. 
An' aye I saw her dicht her een — 

My very heart maist brak to see't — 
111 byde a flyte tho' e'er sae keen. 

But canna, canna thole her greet." 

" O ! blessings guard my lassie's brow. 
And fend her couthie heart frae care ; 
Her lowein' breast o' love sae fu* — 

How can I grudge a mither's share ? 
The hinnysuckle's no sae fair, 

In gloamin's dewy pearl weet. 
As my love's e'e when tremblin' there 
The tear that owns a mither's greet. 
B 2 



A heart a* warmed to mither's love — 

O ! that's the heart whaur I wad be ; 
An' when a mither's lips reprove, 

O ! gie me then the glist'nin' e'e. 
For feckless fa's that look on me, 

Howe'er sae feigned in cunning's sweet — 
And loveless — luckless — is the e'e 

That, tearless, kens a mither greet." 
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YE DINNA KEN YON BOWER. 



Air—" Jenny NeUlee." 

Yb dimia ken yon bower, 
Frae the glow'rin' wtsrV hidden » 
Ye maunna ken yon bower, 

Bonnie in the gloamin'. 
Nae woodbine sheds a fragrance there, 
Nae rose, nae daffodillie fair ; 
But, O ! yon flow'r beyond compare. 

That blossoms in the gloabain'. 

There's little licht in yon bower. 
Day and darkness elbow ither. 
That's the licht in yon bower, 

Bonnie in the gloamin*. 
Awa*. ye son, wi* lavish licht. 
And bid brown Benachie gaid nicht ; 
To me a star mair dearly bricht 

Aye glimmers in the gloamin'. 



70 

There's nae a soand in yon bower, 
Merl's sough nor mavis singin' ; 
Whispers saft in yon bower. 

Mingle in the gloamin*. 
What tho* drowsie lav Vocks rest, 
Cow'rin' in their sangless nest ? 
When, O ! the voice that I like best. 

Cheers me in the gloamiD^ 

There's artless truth in yon bower. 
Sweeter than the scented blossom ; 
Bindin' hearts in yon bower, 

Glowin' in the gloamin'. 
The freshness o' the upland lea, 
The fragrance o* the blossom'd pea, 
A' mingk in her breath to me, 

Sichin' in the gloamin'. 

Concluding Chorus* 

Then baud awa frae yon bower, 
* Cauldrife breast or loveless bosom ; 
True love dwells in yon bower, 

Gladdest in the gloamiii\ 
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BONNIE MAY. 



Note to a Frimd, toUh the accompanying verses. 
The Muse made a short and surly " drop in," yesterday morning— 
quite unsexed as to apparel— greatcoat buttoned over Taglioni, superin- 
▼olved by a Kihnamook orarat. Several apologies for absence of late, 
bad cold, &c &o. Asked, with rueful solemnity, whether I had heard 
anything of May ? Hinted at certain scandals current in the ** twelve 
signs," bearing unfavourably on the repute of our darling month. In 
short, that she had made off and away with that bloodless old fool, 
January. Poor thing, how she wailed—- her May, her May ! Well, I 
piokad up so many tears from a fold of the Kilmarnock, strung them 
on as many sighs, and here they are, to the tune of *' The year that's 
awa'." 

O^ WHAUR hae ye gane, bonnie May ? 
Hae ye left us for ever an* aye ? 
Yer daft brither, June, brak in wL' a etoun, 
Maist frichtit our birdies away, 

O, May ! 
An' feint a bit liltie hae they. 

Our gowans droop wither'd an* grey. 
Oar bairnies creep sullen an' blae ; 
Thro* blifferts o* caul' they yaumer an' yaul, 
An* want ye to warm them, May, 
O, May ! 
Our dear, duddie bairnies, May. 
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The whir o' the witherin* win'. 
Drives madly o'er burn an' brae ; 
The tremblin' brierd fa's sodden an' sear'd. 
An' kens nae the nicht frae the day, 

O, May ! 
An' hae ye forsaken ns. May ? 

Our crafters look crabbit an' fey, 
Our wee bits o* bushes decay ; 
They crouch in the yard, cauld blabs on ilk ba 
An' greet to the mornin' grey, 

O. May ! 
They miss the lythe licht o* their May. 

Tve nae mair to sing or to say, 
But come, gin yer comin*, sweet May, 
E'er Martinmas drear, set the factor asteer. 
An' then there's the deevil to pay, 
0,May! 
Our stools an' our tubbies away ! 
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UNES WRITTEN AT RAVENSCRAIG, 

A RUIN ON THE B4NKS OP UGIE, NEAR PETBRHBAD, ABERDBENSHIRE. 



'* A bonding— Booh a ona 
As age to age might add for nses Tile, 
A wlndowleas, deformed, and dreary pile." 

Yon's Rayenscraig, wi* riven ha', 
A thousand winters shook its wa' — 
Tired Time let scythe an' san'glass fa'. 
To hreathe awhile at (Jgie. 

For here, hy hrake, hy hum an' lea. 
Fair Nature ft-eaks sae changefullie, 
Now laughin' daft, syne greets to see 
Yon grim, grey towers at Ugie. 

An' wha can mark yon dungeon dour, 
Unmindfu' o' the waesome hour. 
When man o'er man, wi' fiendish power. 
Made sick the tremhlin' Ugie. 
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Bring ivy wi* its peacefu* green, 
Gae hide ilk hoar, unhallow'd stane ; 
They maunna bloat yon bonnie een 
That watch the gushin* Ugie. 

For yonder's she, in love's loved dress^ 
In youth, in truth, in tenderness — 
Has Heaven lent that bonnie face 
To bless the tearfii* Ugie ? 

'Tis sic a face, 'tis sic a mein. 
An* O, sic wylie, witchin* een. 
Gars Time upon his elbow lean. 
An' sich to cross the Ugie. 



A LETTER TO THE EDIIOft OF THE 




md. k^agB, Sww, sir, kaviag aij^eif 
idnft at mk IB this aae hideoKi 
Kk. I *> BOC thiak ffl (tf 
■•ft vdkci OB the good-win ot 
r it flMB u, tD vatcb file abodes of 
1 BMqr Baft 9fl7 tD the vffl «f partin aopiaeed; but 
vkitooiddflMBfldeaft a^ af Oaft Uaanafele awl fMal igBataaoe that 
ttv dflfeaia the vary beat CBda af aaocj— leaviBf a hmaaa crealare to 
*ntgk with death hi it» aoat irmltiBS attitade — then aao^ the 
vludewithaaortof paidnaMMawafl? I oBeacly bcUew that there 
vunotoaeiaDBBdee, that Bight— whether on hardest pallet or soft- 
Mtdown— bvtwoBldhBvasteitedhitfaedMk boor, ministerBd tajon 
PoUUng womaa, soothed tiie Uttie trembler at hs cold breast, and 
^Nn bappy. But who kaew of it ? Why, ererybod j, next day, when 
^ vMeecfim;* Is seen botae along by a troop of pale-faoed exiMeneOy 
^^M^ep weii t BDllSBiBg is nowise smoothed by the p tospect offered in 
tteir thai dome oc cnp atio n, and the fate that may be their own one 
fliM dark ni|^t, ere long. Starration to death is not uncommon - 
^OQgstns; jet we are in the nineteenth centoiy — the peail age of 
^tterolent societies, charity sdiools, and <* useful knowledge." Would 

* In Dundee, it lately was the case, if not still, that paupeis' oof- 
«» were not allowed to be Wackeoed- ^^ 
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becQvsten^ ba perwrted, obartty made colder, or the knowlfi^p tm- 
iiiit tbat made u« tlmeou^lf acqiwinted wltb cataatrupbes like thMsT 
In Aberdeen r the other wwk, an ageil man waa feuitd dead in hU gir« 
ret, witli every appearance or want and wr«ti?hedii«P8 ! lloir cune ii' 
tqhelmownf Did the elder of the diitrlct diac&tet It while oO 
round ef tJtirtatiaii inquiry ? Did snme heneroLonC ruler 1q nt b^neilh^ 
lout Bocl^ty mlsB hii peer old neighbour? Week^ and weeka bli lot 
terjng foatstepa had nai beon seen on the parement, or heard la bli 
naked abode- Ueia dead^.^t&i ved d«fld— and the atench. of kEa lialf- 
oanfiumed body gave notice tUat. however man may act by mBn, death 
la fit ite pouL O I that Bi>me kind-hearte4 creature, M^ith a, turn for stt 
tidtical computation, would lend uie a baud ! It mlgbt be made cle^t 
1 think, that^ la a population of sj^ty thousand, cue hundred oould be 

— ipared ^hy regular changes! to bunt ml wry to ItM very h^s, and ecare 
ICj at least} from its more hldeotu fenf^tsi, Siiy that diatrlcta ai^ «ab<' 

_^ dlrided into vrards, fsieh ward having its appointed iniipectar, vhom 
duty It shonld be to ohserve eameBtly, and report faHbfuIly, iiU coa* 
oemiDff tho poverty-stricken residents In hCs cbavge. Th&t the muTiler 
1^ ftf neglect is perpetrated in this land, la nne terribte l!aol, and It li «& 
truep thou|[hi thus I not go terrifying^ that be who fa linoraAt ol lt« 
knawlng It, leeli it only aa an incident per ooime, heatavtof iip<»Jl 

- JL fiiiionietM ahrug, and a " woea me/' that ttum. Aof Ald^td Hpm 
ioentf Wo are the children of one Fatber, travelling together on the 

^ brOiad and bri^ way to eternity. Alas E for eueb uneqiml equlpmoni— 
■eeing we mutt at last pull up at ime etage ! You will fotsilve me all 
tbl6 preaebtngi lint my soul la into it, and, last night, I ooaip^sed the 
follewlng lines bearing that way» If you think febeiBi ot ftny mmi^ 
menti bere exprea6edr would, If made publto, In aqy way mof« ia ad" 
ditional feeling In favour of the ^ ■ Qvts&,tA€>rphan," I wnuMbQ jmnA 
tmtd bAppfi 



'Tis the lone wail of woman, & mother' a last woe* 
And tearleis the eye when the soul weepeth bo — 
Kor fuel nor food In yon wind owl esa lair. 
The sleeping is watched by the dying one there* 

*• 0* wauken nae, wauken nae, my dowie dean 

My dead look would wither your wee heart wi' fear ; 
Bleep on till yon cauld moon U set in the sea. 
Gin morning hoo cauld will yer wauknin* he I 



tha ■ 
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" Ye creep to a breast, Jamie, 6auld as the snaw. 
Ye hang roon' a heart, Jamie, siDkin' awa' ; 
I'm laith, laith to leave ye, tho* fain would I dee. 
Gin Heaven would lat my lost laddie wi' me !" 

Awaken, lone trembler, the moon has no licht. 
And the grey glint of morning drives back the fell 

nicht ; 
The last look is fixing in yon frozen tear — 
Awaken, lone trembler, thy home is not here ! 

The death-cling awoke him — the struggle is o*er. 
He moans to the ear that will listen no more ; 
" You're canlder than me, mither, cauld though I be. 
And that look is nae like yer ain look to me. 

" I dreamt hoo my father came back frae the deid, 
A' waesome an' eerie the looks that he gied ; 
He wyled ye awa till ye sindered frae me — 
Of hap me, my mither, I'm cauld— like to dee !" 
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YTHANSIDE. 



I HAD ae nicht, and only ane, 

On flowVy Ythanside, 
An' kith or kindred I hae nane 

That dwall by Ythanside ; 
Yet midnicht dream and morning vow 

At hame they winna bide* 
But pu', and pu* my willing heart 

Awa* to Ythanside. 

What gars ilk restless, wand*ring wish 

Seek aye to Ythanside, 
An* hover round yon fairy bush 

That spreads o'er Ythanside ? 
I think I see its pawkie boughs, 

Whaur lovers weel might hide ; 
An* O ! what heart could safely sit 

Yon nicht at Ythanside ? 



Coidd I retmn and cywa the Boitii 

I tfaole fine YtiianBde. 
Would her nuld e'e be&d 1 jthe cm me 

Asoe mair on Ytlnnflide ? 
Or» would she cnuh mj lowly lore 

Beneath a hrow o* pride ? 
I daonia daim* and mamma blame. 
Her heart on Ythanside. 

Ill me yon high and heathy seat* 

That hanga o'er Ythanside ; 
111 me the mill whanr hmnies meet ; 

ni roe ye, Ythanside. 
An' yoo, ye Moon, wi' Inddess licht, 

Foar*d a' yer gowden tide 
O'er sic a hrow ! — mc een, yon nicfat ! — 

Oh, weaxy Ythanside ! 

♦ la IhBwoo^tt IMmnnf, tiiereissBOi* xooaotic lookiog pm- 
BadeomhaafiflMvmterTaian. Nature has aoooped in it s beanti- 
MUtttogtllwry. ThcEeA»]ata]OflBGovdaavMdiiil7aBeD,siiRoiiD<l> 
d ]i7flie diildscB of Am migbhemring peaautiy, tndiinff them aU 
liqgB needfol to tlicir wUmtkm in lilie— thdr datj to God and tha 
orld. 



A CHIEFTAIN UNKNOWN TO THE QUEEN.* 



AutD Scotland cried ** "Welcome your Queen I" 
Ilk glen echoed " Welcome yonr Queen !" 

While turret and tower to mountain and moor. 
Cried •• Wauken and welcome our Queen !" 

Syne, O sic deray was exprest. 
As Scotland for lang hadna seen ; 

When bodies cam bickerin' a' clad in their best- 
To beck to their bonnie young Queen. 

When a' kinds o' colours cam south. 

An* scarlet frae sly Aberdeen ; 
Ilk flutterin* heart flitted up to the mouth, 

A' pantin* to peep at our Queen. 

There were Earls on that glitterin' strand, 

Wi* diamonded Dame mony ane ; 
An* weel might it seem that the happiest land 

Was trod by the happiest Queen. 

* See Note F. 
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Then mony a chieftain's heart 

Beat high 'neath its proud tartan screen ; 
Bat one sullen chief stood afar and apart. 

Nor recked he the smile o' a Queen. 

*' Wha's he winna hlink on our Queen. 
Wi' his haffets sae lyart and lean ?** 
ho ! it is Want, wi' his gathering gaunt. 
An' million of mourners unseen. 

Proud Scotland cried " Hide them, O hide ! 

An' lat nae them licht on her een ; 
Wi' their bairnies bare, it would sorrow her sair ! 

For a mither's heart moves in our Queen." 
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THE DRUNKARD'S DREAM. 



"Whohafhwoe? Who haih Borrows? They that tarry loi 
whie." Proverbs xxiii. 

O TBHPT me not to the drankard's draugl 
With its Boul-consoming gleam ! 

O hide me from the woes that waft 
Around the drankard's dream ! 

When night in holy silence hrings 
The God- willed hour of sleep. 

Then, then the red-eyed revel swings 
Its howl of poison deep. 

When morning waves its golden hair. 
And smiles o'er hill and lea. 

One sick'ning ray is doomed to glare 
On yon rude revelry. 

The rocket's flary moment sped. 
Sinks hlack'ning back to earth ; 

Yet darker — deeper sinks his head 
Who shares in drunkard's mirth ! 
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Know ye the sleep the drunkard knows ? 

That sleep, O who may tell ! 
Or who can speak the fiendful throes 

Of his self-heated hell ! 

The soul all reft of heav'nly mark — 

Defaced God's image there — 
Bolls down and down yon ahyss dark. 

Thy howling home. Despair ! 

Or bedded his head on broken hearts. 

Where slimy reptiles creep ; 
And the ball-less eye of Death still darts 

Black fire on the drunkard's sleep. 

And lo ! their coffin'd bosoms rife. 

That bled in his ruin wild ! 
The cold, cold lips of his shrouded wife. 

Press lips of his shrouded child ! 

So fast — so deep the hold they keep ; 

Hark his unhallow'd scream ! 
Guard us, O God, from the drunkard's sleep - 

From the drunkard's demon»dream ! 



p2 
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CAN YE FORGET. 



' My Bight 



Is dim to see that oharaotered in vain 

On this unfeeling leaf, which bums the tarain 

And eats into it, blotting all things fair 

And wise and good, which time had written there.* 

Can ye forget yon sunny day 

Whan sparkling Ury murmured by ; 
Whaur birdies in their blythest way 

Poured April sangs athwart the sky. 
How little, little then kent I 

Sae fause the lip that prest to mine ; 
Oh, wha could think yon fever'd sigh 

Cam frae a breast sae cauld as thine ! 

But weel mind I as o'er my head 

A wee, wee lanesome birdie sang ; 
Sae waesome did its music plead, 

I scarce could hide the tear it brang. 
My heart maist frae my bosom sprang. 

Syne trembling sank wi' bodefu' knell 
For oh ! I feared that I ere lang 

Micht maen in siclike lonely wail. 
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Sinsyne I've kent caald gloamin' come 

Whan blae and wae the Ury ran ; 
Whan cow'rin' birds a' nestled dumb, 

An' cheerless nicht lower'd o'er the lawn. 
Sic time my bursting bosom faun' 

The slack'ning gush that nane micht see ! 
And aye the licht's unlo'esome dawn 

Brang life an' love to a' but me. 

I had nae hinnied words to woo. 

Nae gainfu' gifts had I to spare ; 
But oh ! I had a heart sae true 

That nocht could shifty that nane should share. 
Ae trembling wish alane lived there — 

Ae hope that held the witless way ; 
That hope is gane, an' evermair 

Left darkness owre life's dowie day. 



THE LASS O^ EINTORE. 



Aia— " iie 1 was kiia'd yefttreon/" 



h 



At hame or a6eld I am cheerless an' lone. 
Tin dull on the Ury an* droop by tbe Don ; 



Their 



raurraur i3 



noisy 



an* fasbions to hear^ 



An' the lay o' the lintie fa's deid on my ear. 
I hide frae tbe moon^ and whanr naebody iees^ 
1 greet to the hurnie an* eich to the breeze j 
Tho' I aich till Vm silly, an* greet till I dee, 
Kintore is the spot in this world for me* 

But the lass o' Kintore, oh tbe lass o" Kititore, 
Be warned awa frae the lass o* Kintore ; 
There* 8 a love -luring' look that I ne'er kent afore« 
Steals cannily hame to the heart at Kintore. 



I 



They bid me forget her — oh ! bow can it be ? 
In kindness or scorn she's ever wi' me ; 
I feel her fell frown in the lift's frosty blue, 
An' I weel ken her smile in the lily's saft hue. 
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try to forget her, bat canna forget — 

re liket her laog, an' I aye like her yet ; 

y poor heart may wither — may waste to its core, 

at forget her ? oh never ! the lass o' Kintore ! 

Oh the wood o' Kintore — the holmes o' Kintore ! 

The love-lichtin' e'e that I ken at Kintore ; 

1*11 wander afar, an' I'll never look more 

On the grey glance o' Peggy or bonnie Kintore ! 



DID THEY MEET AGAIN ? 



AwA ye weary licht, 

Nae moon nor starnie bricht ; 

Oh ! for thy midwatch nicht 

An' rayless hoar ; 
Whan I may gang alane. 
Unmarked by mortal een, 
An' meet my bosom queen 

In her murky bower. 

I ken she's waitin* there — 
She's faithfu* as she's fair — 
I'll twine her raven hair 

Roun' her snawie brow ; 
An' vow by earth an' sea 
Hoo dear she's been to me, 
An' thou lone Benachie 

Maun hear that vow. 



We loved — alas ! sae leal I 
But this sad nicht maun seal 
The lang — the last fareweel 

Tween her an' me, 
Whaur e'er my fate may guide 
Or weel or wae betide, 
I'll mind wha dwalls beside 

Dark Benachie. 
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WHAUR DOES THE BLYTHE BEE SIP ? 



" Whaur does the blythe bee sip" 
Whan it laves in the lo'esome honey ? 

It may lair itsel' 

In the bricht blue bell. 

Bat I ken a lip 

Whaur nane daur sip — 
Whaur sweets are twice as monie. 

There are wyles in yon peerless mou. 
Whan her sang in the heart rings bonnie, 

An' I dauma think 

O' the witchfu' blink 

Frae an e'e as blest 

As the draps that rest 
On the gowan's breast sae cannie. 
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I may sigh whan my heart U 8air» 

I may roe unkent to onie ; 
But O come again 
Wi' yer 'wUdcrin' strain. 
An* the balmy lip 
Whaor angels wad sip 

Whan sair'd o* their heaven's honev ! 
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THE LASS Wr THE WANDERIN' E'E. 



O WHA that sang yon sang to me 

That I can ne'er forget ? 
Wha is't that aucht yon lo'esome e*e ? 

Sae weel's I see it yet ! 
An' cam she frae the far, far east» 

The lass wi' the wanderin' e e ; 
The heart lay tremblin' in my breast 

To the sang she snng to me !" 

Hand doan sic hope ye fond, fond man. 

For loveless is her strain ; 
She feasts on hearts aroan' her fa'in. 

Yet scaithless keeps her ain. 
She laughs to ken the bleed-drap fa*, 

An' gladdens at ilka woun' ; 
O turn yer wishfu' heart awa, 

There's wae in yon sweet soun'." 
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I maunna mind what may betide — 

Oh ! send that maid to me. 
An' place her near this beating side, 

Sae like to gar me dee ; 
For I would feast on her fair look 

An' lavish on her sang ; — 
Her dark e*e is a holy book 

In whilk I read nae wrang/' 



MY HEATHER LAND. 



AiB~" The Highland Wateh." 

My heather land, my heather land ! 
My dearest pray'r be thine ; 
Altho' upon thy hapless heath. 
There breathes nae friend o* mine. 
The lanely few that Heaven has spar'd 
Fend on a foreign strand ; 
And I maun wait to weep wi* thee. 
My hameless heather land ! 

My heather land, my heather land ! 

Though fairer lands there be. 

Thy gow'nie braes in early days, 

Were gowden ways to me. 

Maun life's poor boon gae dark'ning doun. 

Nor die whaar it had dawn'd, 

But claught a grave ayont the wave, 

Alas ! my heather land ! 
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My heather land, my heather land ! 

Though chilling winter pours 

Her freezing hreath roun' fireless hearth, 

AVhaur hreadless misery cow'rs ; 

Yet breaks the light that soon shall blight 

The godless reivin* hand — 

Whan wither'd tyranny shall reel 

Frae our rous'd heather land ! 
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MY HAMELESS HA'. 



Oh ! how can I be cheerie in this hameless ha' ; 
The very sun glints eerie on the gilded wa' ; 
An' aye the nicht sae drearie, 

Ere the dowie morn daw, 
Whan I canna win to see you 
My Jamie, ava. 

Tho' monie i&iles between us, an' far, far frae me, 
The bush that wont to screen us frae the cauld warl's 
e'e. 
Its leaves may waste and wither. 

But its branches winna fa'. 
An' hearts may baud thegither 
Tho' frien's drap awa. 

Ye promis'd to speak o' me to the lanesome moon. 
An' weird kind wishes to me, in the lark's saft soun' ; 
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I doat upon that moon. 

Till my very heart fills fou, 

An' aye yon birdie's tune 
Gars me greet for you. 

en how can I be cheerie in the stranger's ha' ? 
gowden prison drearie, my luckless fa' ! 
Tween leavin' o' you Jamie, 

An' ills that sorrow me, 
I'm wearie o' the warl' 
An' carena tho' I dee. 



ya 



f:MradJt&m a ttUgf t& J. EobbrtsoNi Eiq. Edflrf 



Lv£T^MTL7 ou receipt cf jotiiBi ^cpresslnff a ^loh Ni ^ 
m^ piecea^ I made ee&rch and leaoverodcKspIea of b few^hic! 
printed by ffi^da far pdvato cIrculAtf oq. I^ndo^ed !a one ] 
ten about two yearu afOj tny wife Intel; liefare having dlej 
^ed* At t)ic time of her dooeaBd, although our dweUiDg^ wii 
tiry» my pltum of omploymcnt waa in a vUlafo Dlno mlfi 
■Khsasie I came once a fortnJBhC, io enjoy tho Inelfkhle mu\^ 
swtmi ifotmd *' ane'a ain £inidBj"and ja nowhere else t^ 
Ff>r faany moDths, we knew comfort and happiness — ciiq 
Bet^^ aboat t^en yii&r& of ngtj ivaii in cotiotry servtoe, Iwo b^ 
er istllJj kei>t at home >vii£h thoir mother. The la«^ Babti«l 
tnmi, Jean spoke cahnly and ^ornc^tly of mftttacB oofiSMlq 
llttlfi home and family — bade mo remain a day or two wlll| 
aa Hhe felt a fonibodlug that the approaeliing erent woliUI tf 
for her enfeebled con^titation. It w&s so. She died tvro d| 
ler. On rotnznins fmm lh@ klrkyardt I shut up our deaolal 
and never more o^ned it aa a home* We were but aa straijl 
YUlage, BO the elder biD^y acid I put over that night In a ooml 
hfiGm* A ueightiour uod^TUKik to keep the other Uttlo felld 
somehow, i^llpfked away urLObsi^rred, and w&s found fait iu\ 
doQT of omr teuaatlefi9 home. Next momJngt having fleoui(| 
]ng-hDu^ far him (the youugestlij I took the road to resua^ 
the uaual plAce — ]30or^ soft-hearted Willie by my aide <^ & 1 
thtnkiug lerilhin, and Ihe doxrie Rilete of Benachle rl^hf 
We travelled Dff our rqad some miles to the glsu where 
** herdlD\"* Poor Bet knew notbtng of what had happeni 
uryp Her mother had visited her three weeks beforfl— hM | 
return with tome weambles^ for winter was iwttiug Iniiiei 
ly. The day and very hour we approaelied hat hleak t^ 
wa& their tryfited time. She ^aw u^ ai we stood ou the kad| 
tng— mn towardii na^-** ti whaur la my mither '* foo li mid 
8pcak], fiitlier ! »p€ak« WUlie!" Fa«'try, hideetl F Poetf;y, 
Utlte i0 do wlii) mnmentd like theeub Oh, no ! Wheh tli 
\Sk% giish bns p«^d ftway, and a kind of grey light haa w^ 

* ** Hcrdbi' "— tendlog cow*. 
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'Uin, one may then number the drops as they fall, but the cisterns of 
^rrov echo not when full— hence my idealized address to Willie was 
^^tten long after the event that gare it existence. With feelings 
^ote tranquil, and condition every way better, it came thus— 

Thb ae dark spot in this loveless world. 

That spot maun ever he, Willie, 

Whaur she sat an* dauted yer bonnie brown hair. 

An' lithely looket to me, Willie ; 

An* oh ! my heart owned a* the power 

Of your mither's gifted e'e, Willie. 

There's now nae blink at our slacken'd hearth. 
Nor kindred breathing there, Willie ; 
But cauld and still our hame of Death, 
Wi* its darkness evermair, Willie ; 
For she wha lived in our love, is cauld. 
An' her grave the stranger's lair, Willie. 

The sleepless nicht, the dowie dawn, 
A' stormy tho' it be, Willie, 
Ye'll buckle ye in yer weet wee plaid. 
An' wander awa wi' me, Willie ; 
Yer lonesome sister little kens 
Sic tidings we hae to gie, Willie. 

The promised day, the trysted hour. 
She'll strain her watchfu' e'e, Willie ; 
Seeking that mither's look of love. 
She ne'er again maun see, Willie ; 
Kiss aye the tear frae her whitening cheek, 
An' speak awhile for me, Willie. 
G 2 



Look kindly, kindly when ye meet. 
But speak nae of the dead> Willie ; 
An' when yer heart would gar you greet. 
Aye turn awa yer head, Willie ; 
That waesome look ye look to me 
Would gar her young heart bleed, Willie, 

Whan e'er she names a laither's name, 

An' fiairly presaeth thee, Willie, 

tell her of a happy hame 

Far, far o'er earth an* eea, Willie ; 

An* ane that waits to welcome them — 

Her bameleaa bairns an me, Willie* 



I skull just menttoii auoUier laotdeDt, tliougli, tn. point of DrOer, Jt 
bliQUld liavo hma told bernro, Aftor many iBontlis of hop^eaa wim^er- 
ing»p my family and I at lecftb found a iscittl&d iLome aX lavemry. 
Compamtive rest and waitntli suctiecdiDS to wiitclifiil ijjfaerj, %v& were, 
DUO Atid illf a^kted wttb di»bcflltb- Wllttc, etJpeeJaJli^, Buifored long, 
add, At last, bfid t4) bo coarcjed ta tb^ Abordoca Inflnuary. There he 
hB4 to nnden^o a iienous operation. I knew bits timid natnre, s.nd 
wont tbitbm- to subtaJn and cqmfart bim through tbat itevere i 
The opciatton took p^tm n day earlier thj^n that mantioti&d to i 
all WBfi over era I arrlTcd. I found tiiiii aolcep in hiA little ohftia^ 
and Lbe feoUnsa of tbat moment are partSallj embodied in the follow- 
ing iiii«» :— 



' Uonplti^ cbartCles for devaaiatud bomee f Faugb ! Giv& ; 
wnges : bavn I not labdured ?"—Miiliere. 



Waks ye — sleep ye, my hapless boy. 
In that homeless house of care ? 

Lack ye the warmth of a molher*6 eye 
On thy cauldri/e, lonely lair ? 
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^Bt thon strain in thy dream a brother's hand, 

Yet waken thee all alone ? 
Thy deep dark eye, shall it open unblest ? 

Nor father ? — nor sister ? None ! 

"^hy father's board is too narrow my child. 

For ills like thine to be there ; 
"^e comfortless hearth of thy parents is cold. 

And their light but the light of despair. 

Bas God disown'd them, the children of toil ? 

Is the promise of Heaven no more ? 
Shall industry weep— shall the pamper'd suppress 

The sweat*earned bread of the poor ? 

Alas ! and the wind as it blew and blew 
On the famished and houseless, then. 

Has blighted that bud of my heart's best hope, 
And it never may blossom again. 

TwM ao. In my very, veiy heart I found it. Who are they that 
^ aliovt in the euhetanceless regions of fancy for material to move a 
^' Who hnt the silken handaged sons of comfort ? — ink-hleeders 
^^ sorrows are stereotyped— they who see life only through the .. 
^ medinm of theory, and do at farthest obtain but a meUow blink 
^Uiose tlokeaing realities that settle around the poor man's hearth. 
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DREAMINGS OF THE BEREAVED. 



Thb morning breaks bonnie o'er mountain an' strea 
An' troubles the hallowed breath o' my dream ! 
The gowd light of morning is sweet to the e'e, 
But, ghost-gathering midnight, thou'rt dearer to m 
The dull common world then sinks from my sight. 
An' fairer creations arise to the night ; 
When drowsy oppression has sleep- sealed my e'e, 
Then bright are the visions awaken'd to me ! 

O ! come spirit mother — discourse of the hours, 
My young bosom beat all its beatings to yours. 
When heart- woven wishes in soft counsel fell, 
On ears — how unheedful prov'd sorrow might tell ! 
That deathless aflfection — nae trial could break, 
When a' else forsook me ye wouldna forsake. 
Then come, O ! my mother, come often to me, 
An' soon an' for ever I'll come unto thee ! 
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hs^ thou sbrouded loveliness ! soul- winning Jean, 
Bow cold was tby hand on my bosom yestreen ! 
Twas kind — for tbe lowe that your e'e kindled there, 
Wni bum — ay, an' bum, till that breast beat nae mair. 
Our baimies sleep round me, O ! bless ye their sleep, 
Your ain dark«e'ed Willie will wauken an' weep, 
But blythe in his weepin' he'll tell me how yon. 
His heaven-homed mBmmie was " dautin' his brou." * 

The* dark be our dwallin' — our happin' tho' bare. 
An' night closes round us in cauldness an' care ; 
Aiection will warm us — an' bricht are the beams 
That halo our hame in yon dear land of dreams. 
Then weel may I welcome the night's deathy reign, 
^i' souls of the dearest I mingle me then. 
The gowd light of morning is lightless to me, 
Bat oh for the night wi' its ghost revelrie ! 

'^ Patting his forehead. 
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THE MITHERLESS BAIRN. 



Whbn a' ither bairnies are hushed to their hame, 
By aunty, or cousin, or frecky grand-dame ; 
Wha Stan's last an' lanely, an' naebody carin' ? 
'Tis the puir doited loonie— ^the mitherless bairn ! 

The mitherless bairn gangs till his lane bed, 
Nane covers his cauld back, or haps his bare head ; 
His wee, hackit heelies are hard as the aim. 
An' litheless the lair o' the mitherless bairn ! 

Aneath his cauld brow, siccan dreams tremble there, 
O' hands that wont kindly to kame his dark hair ! 
But momin' brings clutches, a' reckless an' stern. 
That lo'e nae the locks o* the mitherless bairn ! 

Yon sister, wha sang o'er his saftly-rocked bed, 
Noo rests in the mools whaur her mammie is laid ; 
The father toils sair their wee bannock to earn. 
An' kens nae the wrangs o' his mitherless bairn ! 
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Her spirit, that pass'd in yon hour o' his birth. 
Still watches his lone, lorn wand'rings on earth. 
Recording in heaven the blessings they earn, 
Wha conthilie deal wi' the mitherless bairn ! 

Ob ! speak him nae harshly — he trembles the while — 
He bends to your bidding, and blesses your smile ! 
In their dark hour o' anguish, the heartless shall learn 
That God deals the blow for the mitherless bairn ! 
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THE WEDDED WATERS. 



Air—** Kind Robin lo'es me." 

Gadib wi* its waters fleet, 
Ury wi* its murmur sweet. 
They hae trysted aye to meet 

AmoDg the woods o' Logie. 
Like bride an* bridegroom happy they, 
Wooing smiles frae bank an' brae, 
Their wedded waters wind an' play 

Round leafy bowers at Logie. 

O'er brashy linn, o'er meadow fine, 

They never sinder, never tyne. 

An* oh! I thought sic meetings mine. 

Yon happy hours at Logie. 
But Fortune's cauld an' changefu' e'e, 
Gloomed bitterly on mine an' me, 
I looket syne, bat cou'dna see 

My sworn love at Logie. 



Now lowly, landy, I may rue 
The guOefd' look, the guOefii' yow. 
That fled as flees the feckless dew 

F^rae withered leaves at Logie. 
Bat Gadie wi' its torrents keen. 
An' Ury wi' its braes sae green. 
They a' can tell how trae I've been 

To my lost love in Logie. 
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« O THAT MY LOVE WAS SO EASILY WON."' 



O THAT my love was so easily won ! 

Whaur nae love word was spoken ; 
Unsought — unwoo'd, my heart had flown — 

I canna hide, I daurna own 

How that poor heart is broken. 

O that my love was so easily won ! 

The gay an' the gallant hae woo*d me ; 
But he — O he never sought to share 

The envied smile, yet mair an* mair 

Yon wordless look subdued me. 

O that my love was so easily won ! 
O that my life would restore him ! 

He lightlied the love o* my pridefu' clan — 
My dreams are fu* o* yon friendless man, 
For the wrath o' my kindred hangs o'er him. 

* The burden line of a yery old song. 
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A WISH. 



Pbggy waur yer heart as free, 
As free as it is rare ; 

I'd be the saint to worship thee, 
And build an altar there. 

Or could I wyle that heart awa. 

An' baud it aye my ain ; 
Within this bosom's benmost ha*. 

Never to flit again. 

1 saw yon gleam o' sunny licht 
Spread o'er yer gladsome brow. 

An' O ! love lurks wi* fatal micbt 
Aroun' yer comely mou. 

Yet frae the brichtness o' that brow, 
There fa's nae licht for me ; 

An' O ! its sair to doat, I trow, 
On lips we daurna pree ! 



Ill 

Ye bid me sing, an' fain would I 

Do a' ye bid me do ; 
But aye my tremblin' lips deny — 

My tremblin* heart fills fou. 

But aft I'll sing the sang ye lo'e 
When yer nae bye to hear, 

An' ilka soun' that pleasur'd you 
I'll welcome wi' a tear. 
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SECOND LOVE. 



' Thb breast that has felt love. Justly shrinks from the id 
total extinction, as from annihilation itself." 

O SAT not Love will never 

Breathe in that breast again ; 
That where he bled must ever 

All pleasureless remain. 
Shall tempest-riven blossom, 

When fair leaves fall away. 
In coldness close its bosom 

'Gainst beams of milder day ? 
O never, nay ! 
It blooms where'er it may. 

Though ruthless tempest tear — 
Though biting frosts subdue. 

And leave no tendril where 
Love's pretty flow'rets grew ; 
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The soil all ravaged so 

Will nurture more and more. 
And stately roses blow 

Where gowans droop'd before ; 
Then why, O why 
Should sweet love ever die ! 
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ADDRESS TO THE DON. 



• * Will ft fair up do you think ?" * ' Aye wiU't yet." 

* * Thb deil an' Don came down that day* 
Wi' a' their highland fury ; 
An* vowed to * bear the Bass away,' 
Frae bonnie tremblin' Ury." 

Dark Don, thy water's rude repulsive scowl 

And frothy margin, all too well bespeak 

The upland ravages, the conflict bleak 

Of mountain winter — the maddened howl 

Of bruiting elements, distraught and foul 

Have ruffled thy fair course and chok'd thy braes. 

Love flies affrightened at thy swollen look. 

The laverock may not hear its own sweet lays 

0*er thy rough grumblings, and the timid brook 

Sinks tremblingly amid thy surfy maze. 

Thou cold remembrancer of wilder human ways ! 

So soiled the social tide, by some curst deed 

Of ancient ruffian or fool — so ages read 

To weeping worlds, of hearts that bleed — 

Of patriots — sages that have died 

Ere that broad stream was half repurified. 
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>11 thy dark waters Don — we yet shall see 

Q thy hright hosom the fair symmetry 

r vaulted heaven, when the shrill lark pours 

oluptuous melody to listening flowers, 

nd all of man, of earth, and air shall feel. 

^hat hate and darkness hurteth, love and light can 

heal! 
or who so dull that may not now behold 
on cloud-repelling light, yon moral ray 
catter the dingy mist, the murky fold 
hat aye obscured the intellectual day ? 
od breathes again in man — those melt, decay, 
•eparing, purifying to the sacred birth 
f virtues hitherto undared on earth. 
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" FAFHOS^a very aiident city of CyruH, on tlie waatem side of 
IhA ifibnd, aituiLtc m n height: near the little river Booarug. It 
Wiii ^d to have been ibnnded by Clnyra% the reputed father of 
Adonia.^ It was celebrated foi* iti beautiful temple of Veauft, 
bailt on tbe spot v.-here abe Ltinded v^ben sh^ rose from the sen. 
Th^e were one hundred altars m ber temple, which smoked 
d^y, ^ith a pmfuiJian of l^aukincenaej and though exposed to 
the open air, they were never wetted by rain, Atiniml festivaJa 
were held here in honour of the goddess, and her oraclo^ which 
Wa.1 ofinnected with the temple, acquired for it considerable re- 
putation.'^ So here it was that this samo little urchin^ Cupid, 
imbibed a taste for bow-ben diiig ; and getting thereat so expert^ 
and withal m troublesome, it was resolved by eertuln inBrta 
godfland ugly godd^sscii, to do for him. One nightj then, when 
Venus, bis mother^ wiie ixiviaible (Adonis had teen seen skulking 
in a wood olose by), the afurementioQed divinlUen laid bands on 
Master Mieohief— *' akelpt*' him rorely— ordered Father Time to 
olip the little rascai'jj wingi, and lay Uim dowu some where about 
the Oarjoeh* Here he wandered so long and wept eo sorely, 
that his ^' tleac'd een^^ obtained for him the nanie of the " Blind 
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Se«pp 37— B, 

He passed Pittodrie's haunted wood, 
Whaur devils dwalt langsyne, 

AiiONa the many pretty legend a and storiea that affix to i 
'ftost every bill and watflp, wood and ho we of the Oarvoch, t; 
'""allowing la often heard *^Upoii & lime far, far gone by, t 
<ti«niy of mankind took a fancy, it BseoLBi to omiue himwlf 



&w1iil6 In tlio neighbonrbood of Benaohie — a portion (A o^ 
fallen world be bad scarcely looked upoii eftice tbe dayn of BlT- 
law, NaWj to put tnatter^ o^timng again in liis own «'aji^« 
just took a atroil into the wo(>da of PltCodrle. Tbere hi 1 
walk, ivbile we take a bnnty look at those upon wbom be i^ nli^l 
to bave reoommeuei^tl Im dark doings. Tbe boaatcd bcAUtj <!l| 
five panshc'a wits the ^^ Maldeo of Driimdamo«" A fannof'i! ^1!] 
daugtit«r fbe— a CiiDtiCj cleTer, b4me-bred Seotfib bflsie. Tm 
notions, in paifticuinr, appear to bave held uppertnost keeptnfl 
in ber bonnie brow — to wH* tbat her father had tbfl eh a 
DDtlookj Benachle the bigheat iupy and ber ain Janiie, the kln^ 
est heart in the whole worlds 

Aware (and Tvby not?) of hornwn personal lovoUaoiiyitis 
Wisely made all lAithin as fnir and fltting' She tired a creatSTQ 
full of aoul — her breast the li^nement of love and bappInCM— 
gaiety and tenderness hovered in her eye, like watchftil spirib 
ready to tninifltor-^ waiting, as it were, juBt to see what 
wanted *— a laugh or a tear, Many, many had wooed -—one, l 
last, bad won ber» Ths unsuecessfQl went, each aocordin^ ' 
bis wajir in those eaaes — some sighing,, some aingiog, aoni« dnw*^ 
Ing comfort from u now purpose, some from an old pipe — alJ, 
however, wishing happy day^ to the betrothed" M^den of Dr 
dtirno.^' One alone—one fed the hope of vengoanoe^^»ii6 j 
borserBboe-bearted rascal of a snutb. Fariflh smith and pn 
contor^ too, be was. This rejected ruffian watched that ttigbl ! 
Pjttodrie wood§, in thought tbat *' Jamie*' would, m uaoal, in" 
1 eavlng Dram dumo^ pass that way. ^ Q that m j eternal dofltnic* 
tion cotjld plague their earthly peace,'* cried be, ** bow soon and 
sure the bargain would be mine 1*' ** Capital wwh V^ uriod llie 
8E*ducor of Kve, ** 1*11 do tlie thing for you on your own condl* 
tiona." Perpetual vassalage on the part of tho ** red wud " 
imaitb — ^written desolation to the luckless lovers of Drtimdumo, 
was Gompaot and settlemont that n|gbt, la the blacsk woodfl of 
Pittodrie. « » ^ xhe honnieat and the btythest lite 
with if) sight of Benaebie was drifting up the bridal baking — and 
the bridal and the bannocks " baith her ain." '^ I| sel« jo i 
to work, lUiBs, gin ye had oule matr speed at hi^ Tbii COmp 
of taunt and compliment waa uttered by a stranger, who ha 
been (tanging on about the kitchen, the last hour of so — a queer^ 
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licking, ftinnj, lump of a *'road^r," slid* bj hi* own Atory, in 
ffcarch of work. ** I kentia wtiothst- it stU me or iio/^ guotb tho 
matdsn^ *^ but I think aane could grtiJge wi* m; sp^ed/* It is 
clear by this, tbat the Gotnplimetitary portion at Ihe stranger 'a r^- 
Biark bad fotind iU way. AJos 1 the pitiable irutb ! Alas 1 for 
humanity 1 When it wQuid be flattered, the poiflon is moriB surely 
imparted beneath the roughest eoTerture, In faultlog that wbioli 
is blanielc'$a» the flatterer assumOB tho htie aod weight of hoD- 
e»tyj and works secaralj there. 

The J eat ^nd ban tor was exchanged, with mingled glee und 
eArueitDeBB, till at length the lasa^ all thoughtlessly^ v,*sa lo- 
veSgled Into the fatal wager^ The terms of that fearful agree- 
ent are stated at varied points of the horrible^ The most Eem* 
irat© reciters insi&t that he undertook to ** lay" a road frora 
bottOM to top of Bonaehie ere she baked up her 6rlot of meal* 
The lorfoittire hazarded on his part is not on reoord. Moat 
likelv the light- hearted, happy bride regarded the whole as one 
ot the merry jokes thftt rang fnom ihiit merry old man, and 
heeded not eseactiDg conditions io a matter she conceited Co bo 
iDtpoBsible* Her part of the pledge^ however, waa, ** that ihe be- 
fKUDO his ot^n tf the road is laid ere the meal bo bakeu." • * » 
H^W| now, the laat bautioek id on the girdle, but for the past 
Boar ber mind waa tllhng, in the gush of that tearful aweetneBs 
Ih&t poard o^er tho heart of a wlLUng bride, so the hill^ the road, 
tihe wager, old man and all— all wera forgotten — aU oTershaded 
tliat ahared of earth — ^ bat Gue — one only, ono dariing thought* 
The hour of tryst was near. The lowering, gloomy- tjke fall 
«)f tbe night dismayed her, and she looked wistfully at the etoad 
settling on the hill* ^ Its nae lAcUf nor moey sielike UU gar 
]»im bide frae me ; but I'm wae to see him went, Crod of my 
IwM^tj" she cried, " what*s yon 1 see I" * * * The road Is 
i0 be seen to this day. She fled towards the woode of Pittodrie, 
pufsued. The prayer $he could not utter was answered. With 
tlie last bound the demen grasped a atone. Sueb the Irana- 
bride. So she standa there eren now. 

And qolek ifao pooe, and qujak ttae pulse, 

Whfk wanders tbero aloneg 
A r i^toup Pittadiie'a drearia woo4 

An' the 4owl« '* inaid«n'B stanc/' 
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While cowViDg 'neath the ruiDed wall 
Of ElgicL^s dark cathedral* 

This TenerfiliJo aad magnificGnfe i^ellc of catbedral gn 
b situated In El^tn, Morayabirej oti tUe bunks of tlie Hver 1 
It wa§ bmH early lii the thirteenth century. About « bundfii'^ 
and fifty yeiirt after tbe foundation, it w&s etitirelj burned dcffi 
by the niifian eoii of a Seottiili king. The creature— « comniBCi 
deitroyer — lives yet in hateful record, &w ** The Wolf of BaJe* 

" The eathedml b sarrounded by a burying-ground, one of 
lb a lo^rgeat Gharcliy&rd^j fterliapi^ in Gi*eat Britain. In it ate 
interred Ibe remaitia of many distinguisbed p^ta^Mns, trtclit^ling 
Beverol of tbe kin^a nf Scotland. Tbe cbitrchjard U enqifosed 
by a stouB wall. What witb the number of graves, ibe beauty 
&nd variety Qf the aculpttired memorialfl of departed wortli «fid 
gi^eatJEtew, and llie grandeur of tbe dilapidated cathedral «-^ a 
building whieb la, indeed^ ptt?-oininentiy magrtifieent, even In 
ruina — Ibo scene la calculated to make a strong impreBStou OH 
the ap^ctalor/^ 

It ifl not all of its early gr&adeur, nor of Its latter de; 
its splendour nor ita niin — iiot all tbe bistamn bos told or i 
tiquarian minuted— will imp^irt an iuterett to the spot, like win 
t devirea now from a maDiac^^an outcast mother and licr or^ 
I boy. It fell out thus : — In 1745, Marjory GiUan, a young 
I woman, resided in Elgin — ahc was well connceted and go 
^'looking — was privately married to a young man who bad 
listed In a regiment then quartered in tbe town— 4b a went ' 
abroad witb her husband, followed by the bitter reproach <if bef 
rektives and friends, who considered the step she bad t^«ft j 
diseredit and an alFront to all connected^ In tbe samo spirit i 
unrelenting barahneva, was aho received on her return, wKm 
ocQurred about two yeara from the time ahc left. It was 
moured that her buahand had used her ill, bad left her behind^ 
and was killed in battlis* Tbe forlorn one now aouglit he# 
homeless nativei unsettled In mind, and carrying a baby m 
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iltnb»r^^ Jourmal^ Ko. ^o^ wbere Uke Moqr k n iMuitifbllj 
dM* I regret to hr^ik it d«wn> bitt m j ret^efs iiu/ not ali of 

hare titat very ni3mt>er it hand.] •*Tbe wsc^ption alie 

flt witb, and th^ wild faDcies of a wand en og nund^ indtlce'd 

jer to take a etfan^e itep^ Close beside the bur^h are tUe ^et 

vjtfilic remalaft of an ancient catbedtmlj the ar^ and preptncU 

r which have ooDtiniied fince the Reformation to b« used as a 

Qryiiig. ground. Amidst these crumbling rutni, them is one 

ober still etitire, a small, cellar- like rooiSj about fit^ toct 

anare, with s<^aroetj any light, and which m saxdt in ancient 

, to b&To been the sacristyj or place for keeping the Y«aaeb 

L In the offices of religion^ Here the poor outcait look up 

&bode^ rendered inaeDsiblei bj her obscured re&son, to the 

rnal horrore of ji place which, in a Letter state of mind, ahfi 

lid have dreaded to approach after duak. There was, in this 

d, an aacient sculptured font, which ah& uat^d aa a bed la 

^er infiwit ; other furniture iihe had none^ Wlien it wo* known 

t she bad gone to reside in thu dia^mal place, the people fidt 

I tf it were an imputAtion aj^ninat Iheir Christian feelings^ She 

and her babe were repeatedly carried, by some one op other of 

them, to their houses, but ihe alwai^s mnde her way back to Iho 

•actiatj. At kngth, finding her delerntined to live tbere, Ihey 

9 oon tented thenu^lves with giving her food and alma^ ondt for 

tei'erwl jean, she wandered about with her boy, under the ap 

peUatlon o( ^ Dnjl Ma^ Gihetm** — a harmless ereature, lb«t 

W€pt and sang by turns. 1 1 or lovet or husband was no more 

plie^fd of in the country, although he bad several relationa living 

Hk the neighbourhood, with whom he might fmve been expected 

^Ho f^rrespond, if he had renmined m life. Andrew Andcraon, 

^■he Kin of May Gilze^n, grew up in nil the ragged ness and 

^l^iaery which miglit be eicpepted under such elrcum^tanees to 

■ lyi to his lot* It is quejitlonable if he ever knew the oomforts 

fft a bed, or of a cooked meal of any kind, till hia boyhood was 

at AdvB.nced* The one solacement of his forlorn exiftenoe was 

he affection which his mother al wayi eontinued to feel for hm/* 

ij G:iUaD diea^ — Andrew Anden^n, her ragged and bewUdef^ 
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ojj jft fdrped, by ungraeious troatmentj from an nude i 
whom lie dwelt, lo cast buuself upon llie worl<l, Forturt 
be bad obtained sotne education, gratuitouily, in hb usLtive |iIa( 
With ttiH, hJB only -n'^th, " fae made bla way to Laitb, i 
tlien<*& to London, -where he was taken into the wnrkahop i 
lajlor, who, finding that he wrote neatly, and ha^d a Unowlfi 
of iiceouiitSj began, after iomo timi^, to employ bim as a el«j 
lie was, one day, oommtseioned to take home a suit of cJotho) 
m military gentleman, and to f^rant a discharge for the atHJOUUCl 
Tlih gentleman was faimself a Scotsman, and boro a comniisSMin 
In A regiment about to proceed to the Eaat Iniiies. Ha ^ 
Uke aU Scotsmen at a distance from home, interested in h«MiJi| 
bii native ton^ie spoken, by hoiwever humble a perioo. Wken, 
in addition to Ibift^ he obserTed the pleaaing GOiinteiia.Tiof<< an^i 
manners of the youth, and found that the diichnrge ap^ 
by him to the account was in a good regular band} h.^ > 
into cotiveraalion, asked whence he came, what were bis f r^' 
pecti!} and othi&r euch quE?vtions, and finally inquired if h« 
would like to go abroad as a soldier aiid officer's servant An* 
dersanj who was not perhaps diaincUned lo leare a coniilf^iB 
which there was at least one indtTiduaJ whom be bad reaaoa to 
dread, required Ltttie perstiaiioti to induce bim lo onter idIo tbft^ . 
Htranger*a vie^ji* He enlisted as % pn7&t€', and imn 
after set sail ^itU the regiEDent» in the oapacity of dfutt 
acting; at the fame time, according to previoua agreem^nlj 
the valet or servant of hi» patron." A siftgularly marked 
vidence guided the footsteps of " Daft May's loonley*' Aad^ I 
t.n absence of nixty years^ he returned to bis remnrselvfA f 
the renowned and wealthy Lieutenant-OeDeral Andenson of iim 
East India Company ^s Sesrvioe, Ho *^ founded and endowed, 
within the burgh of Elgin, an hospital for the maintonance af 
indigent men and women not under fifty yean of age^ aJso i 
achool of industry for the maintenanoo and edueatioa of mtte 
and female ehUdren of the labouring clasps whose parent! ire 
unable to maintain and educate tbenis and for putting out the 
ftaid children, when fit Co be so, asi apprentices to some trade or 
oecnpalion, or employing tham in siu^b a n}aniie.r as may enable 
lb em to earn a llTellbood by their lawful induitry, and 
theoci useful members of iKKu^ty/* 



i2a 



Soo p. &l^** Old Father Fn»t." 



nth her cold little pearls that dance, bound and play, 
tike our ain honnie hairns on Can die mas day. 



Ere yet the scfaoolma-Bter was bo mueli abroad, tlie scbool- 
I tnistre^a wai3 very much nt hotne. In Aberdeen, about thiftj 
Ljte&rii ago, &.t any of fifty lowly firewsle*, could be found odb of 
hede simple academiefi yclept a ** Wifie's Squeal/- Iti oris o? 
|1io«e wa4 {in parted tQ m& lUl the tuition I ever r^c^iv^d in the 
waj of k tiers— i^ath^dnga In a^er-Ufe being only *^ crumbs froot 
[tbe rich man's table." Our Wifle bad alwaye twenty s^holara, 
> cat} one kiur(hi and one opinion. Th& ftchclara exercised 
f patience, tbe cat her a^eotiona] and tli« opifiion, mmply that 
k^taurds (a cordoTan improvement on the f (seller birch) «as, 
I ftu e?cerci9}e, the best panacea on earth for rheumatism in the 
ght fihoulder. Wlaen Elspet Grilleflpic Vf anted a bit uf cxer- 
I in thia way, there was no lon^ vi^siting for a defaulter to 
;ive a dtity-tike intfrest to her emotions. The evolutioni of the 
t/^rds then awakened some excitement throughout theeatablsBb' 
nt, aecotapanied by etix>ng marks of dissapproval in the party 
^bcmourcd by her immediate regard, atid stirred ctiiiotis sympa- 
thies, even in tboae who sat by in Mfety — if, iudeedi eafstj 
uld be coupkd with such an botir. When tbe pangs of rlieu- 
i wera lulled by a seuae of wearinesna about tbe aboulder 
Made, Etepet iwsumed ber proud elevation above tbe trembling 
emblj, who felt there vfm one great woman in the world^i 
fend tbere mt ibc. Boja five years old and npwardei brought 
he foe of three " bawbcea" and a peat weeklj. Onr junior claat 
i composed of UttJe ones^ who were too young to talk, bnt 
pfho, of conrsei mad<> most noiae» These were charged jiixpence, 
I cannot say what portion of that sum waa enterbd to " din/* 
d, indeed^ much trouble with tbc&e, and longer time of 
i Iwring to teud them during ibf? whole day, until their poor 
others returned from the aphining-miU or the fieldi The out' 
It for grawQ-up studonis was a Oibl^^ a Waitminstftr C^echism, 



and A stool, all of which were reroofed on Saturday, atid fetoh- 
ed aKnin on Monday. O that I couJd tell, and lall it righUjj 
t^e ** ak ailing of the iqueel," or paint yon joyoui little matbj 
f^osliiag forth from the hif/h door of Elspet GilleBpie t Eyerj 
liTLpg fuco a commentary on the ** rights of man" — every little 
bead drowned with a tUrs(^fQ<)Led »tool, its '^ cap of liberty/' 
There they go, a living forest, k'l^ leafy, leas orderly than tUt 
Birnam wood that moved to Dunsinane. Tbu« should it b^— 
this kft a tyrant — thai eouglit one. But the day of daja, in 
Elspet Qillespie'i ragamuffin eollej^e^ was Candlemas da^^ Then 
the Tery madne€a of young mirth prevailed^ waabing o^ the jag- 
ged recollections of bygone sufferings, and sweetening down th« 
three hundred and sixty-four sorrows of the season* Elspet^ oa 
that day, wore a Efmile ou her face, and a high <^ul cap on her 
bead— the iaurds and cat invisible^locked up, it tuay be, in pAa- 
aivo unity— the envied hrute and detested leather. No matter 
how wmpped, our vulgar daya, Candlemaa claimed a clean sark 
to every laddJe— ^io every laMie a white frock, tmd to each a 
white pocket napkin^ A king and queen were, hy the hreath of 
Etspet, created on the spot. Who tho disLinguIshed i It was 
the undevlatable custom for parents to tender, on Candlemas e¥e>, 
a guerdon to cur tutoress, Ism or lesser, as earthly means per- 
milted. So it fell out somehow that, in ev^ry remcmberable in-> 
fltauce, either the baker or the butcher rejoiced In the r^yftl 
iaaue. Hence our gossiping mother* of meaner note did, in 
their envy, whimper that Kppie's royal rule waa, " Wha huya the 
whiatle f ' Never mind that, we've seen the like Jiitjce then— no 
disparage men t to " the powers that breathe." Two tea apoon- 
fuifl of Aweetiea and an orange was laid oti every happy baud. 
The hddler comes — all on foot at once — all at once in motion'^ 
twenty white napkins flutter over twenty pretty heads. Fid- 
dler t what eare Ihcy for a fiddler ? They ^ed the fiddle ! Tb© 
dance started when he began to tune— Iho danee continnea-^-be 
is tuning still— handa up 1 Patter, patter, patter — forty little fe«t 
pattering ! Think of that when you see the hail dance to the 
uihirT of a May shower I Oh I the days of childhood 1 ^oy^gio 
thereafter as wc may, on amootb or on broken water, theM ftre 
tbe landmarks that will never fade*^ The blue of otir native hills 
may be lost t$ tlie eye for long, long years, yet oQce i^gam w« 
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press their heathy belts ; bat yon, ye'snnny loeiMi of infkDcy, 
thongh ye glimmer throagh every darkness, and at every dis- 
tance, we meet never again. <* Old Father Frost" was the result 
of a sportive contest in rhyming between the author and Mr. ▲. 
whose verses are subjoined, as well for their native prettiness, 
as their giving interest and character to the whole. 



Old Fattier Frost hath chfldrm twain. 
Begotten 'twixt him and his Lady Rain ; 
Though he is harsh, yet mild is she. 
And this is seen in their family. 

Old Father Frost and his fiamily. 

Yes, Father Frost is a hard old chorl. 
On his upper lip there's a bitter curl ; 
And his black ill-favoured visage throw* 
A sombre shade o'er his pale blue nose. 
Old Fattier Frost and his family. 

When the summer heat hath passed away» 
And gentle Rain gives up her sway. 
Old Father Frost, with his iron hand. 
Seizes and binds each northern land. 

Old Father Frost and his family. 

And hard it were for the creatures of earth. 
Were it not that Lady Rain gives birth 
To her chaste and kindly daughter, Snow, 
Who throws her mantle o'er all below. 

Old Father Frost and his family. 

For stem is the fiat of Father Frost, 
He chains the waters though tempest tost ; 
And he freesECS up the very ground 
Till it yields a ringing metal sound. 

Old Father Frost and his family. 

But like the Paynim maid in the Minstrel tale. 
Who released the knight from her father's Jail, 
Sweet sister Snow sets prisoners free. 
And mitigates Frost's severity. 

Old Father Frost and his family. 
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fiQtm kind 1^ half it bi^UiOI JlQil^ 
Wlio riLtllm aXiOui in lilfi conC of mail. 
Ami bende nnd iiliattoi^ bqtH Blinib imd tli»w«r, 
Til the wimtcrei 4ispliiy of hit* fjither'i powur. 
Old Fiitlie^; Fmiit and hie family. 

Bat FrtMtj sjQd Kaia, and XloU, nod Snow, 
Cdoiti lit yutir ilnie when ynn come lj<?low ; 
And Vf&\X walcomc you all with a chfH^rful amlle* 
And drink and laugh and einer the w1ill& 
014 Futhar Froit and kiu famll j^ 



O Mary, when you think of me 1 



Fou a period of seventeen years^ I was employed In a gre^il 
weaving ^torj in Aherdijeo, It contained upwunk nf rhre« 
liundreil loi>m% worked by &w utany mole and female weavert , 
'Twas a md tilace, iodcedj and many a curiosUy Borl of man and 
wotnun entered timt blue g^te^ Aniongsl the rest, that little, 
hIj fell aw Cnpid would a teal paat " Willie j. tbe porUsr^' (wbo 
iteverdriMunotl of imch a being)^ 8t<!al iDatn£>ngst no, and make a 
very iiar?efil of it Upon the remembfance uf one of Ida rather 
graver doioga, the son^ of " Mi^ry^^ ia eom posed. O^e of our 
ibofimateflj a virtnoua young woniAn, Mtly* tbongh nRconacioni- 
Ijj carried away the whole bulk atid vuluo of a poor weaver^s 
heart. He became rcstlesa and miacrabt^, but co'Qld nerer mui* 
ter spirit to speak his flume. ** Jfe nevor told his love to anj^ — - 
yos, be told it to m@. At hu request^ I told it to Mary^ and lUe 
laughed. Five w^eks passed away, and I saw him to the eUtirch- 
yardi For many dajs ens he died, Mafy watched by Ilia bedsidt?, 
a sorrowful woman, indet^d* Ni^ver did widow^a te^ra fkl) more 
bnruingly* 'Tis twenty jeara since theut She m now a wife ^ 
m mother I but ttie remembrance of that, tUeIr luat cttsctiiig, t 
haimts her aensiiii-c aature, as if she had donu «& deed of bloo 
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for sooner shall thy fairy wave return from yonder sea. 
iian I forget yon lowly grave, and all it hides from me. 

Traejb mountain atr^mleta brawl aeparaCelj down their 
[ 1)real£'neGk journeyjand tumble in peaoe togotbef at the woods 
of Newton, juBt by Old Rayne, AbordDenBUir^. TLi» quiet con* 
flnenee b the Ury. IAk& worn-out racers, tboaa boisterous bufUEi 
lake broatb, gliding along in harmonioaa languor ^m^ two nulea 
I or aOj when tbo penceful Urj is, ai it were, cut tbTougb by the 
I OadiB, a desporateiy ombb^^lookiug rivulet, mginK ^^^ "^°i~ 
t bling fiiom Benacbie. From this laat annoyance, Ury moTea on- 
woJ'd in nobelesa ijweetn^ss, winding and windings aa if aware of 
lU G^n brief coui^e, aind all t^n willing to leavfi thu brai^ tlml 
hap the herow of IXurlaw. By and bjj it creeps mourti fully 
paat lUe aequestorad graveyard of Intcrury, kisses th« ^ Baas," 
and is swallowed up in tho blue waters of tbe Don, its whole ex- 
tent being only teii mi lea, Cliiaa by th& gr&veyirdj stands the 
, of Iiiverury — a coo ical-ih aped hltl, tbicklj studded witll 
The gloomy legends told of ita origin and subsequent 
uxeS} would make one readily own its fitting neighbonrho^d CO 
a pliwo of skutl^* One will tell you tb^t, onco upon a limej th« 
Flojiua came upon Scotland, and luverury had its share— tbat a 
dstiorted bouse Btood then on the banks of the Ury— Lhither was 
carried the infected till the number of patients outran the skill luid 
Lresourees of their friends, ivbo asaenibled to delibert^te on *^ ways 
Lnnd moane.*' 1 1 was then settled upon^tbat, to aborten present suf- 
^foriug, and to iecurtt future safety, tbebe»t way was to bury them 
forthwith,, bouse and all. It wan done then. Hence the *' Bojb/' 
Tbe '^ Donside Guide*' baa the following noLice of this beauttful 
mound :—*' Some maintain that the Bass has be«u used for judicial 
piirposes. By others, it is auppoaed to bo of a septtlchral cbarae- 
ter I and then the question comes, Whoso remains does it coo- 
tain 1 Mr. Pinkerton says of tbe Piets, wben the bijdiefl of tbo 
vL^re burnt, ' a barrow of (lurth, in proportion to their 
ras tbrovTo up, Tbjit of u boloved king was ^meLimea 
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like a little hill.' Chalmers, in his < Caledonia/ describmg the 
short reign of Eth (in the list of Pictish kings called * Aoth'), 
surnamed the Swift-foot, says, ' It was his misfortune to reign 
while Grig was Maormer (ruler or earl) of the extensive coun- 
try between the Don and the Spey. This artful chieftain found 
no great difficulty to raise up a competitor, with a faction, to op- 
pose the king. The contending parties met at Strathullan (or 
the bloody field), where Eth was wounded, and, heing carried to 
Inverurin, died two months after this fatal conflict, and one 
year after his sad accession, during wretched times, in 881.' 
< On the whole,' says the author of the Statistical Account, 
* looking to the sepulchral character of the Bass, and to the 
high probability that Eth finished his days here, I am inclined 
to believe that this barrow holds the remains of that unfortunate 
Pictish monarch.' The old rhyme, 

When Dee and Don shall nm in one, 

And Tweed shall ran in Tay, 
The honnie water of Ury 

Shall bear the Bass away. 

is in every one's mouth in this district." 



Bee p. 80— F. 

A Chieftain unknown to the Queen. 

On reconsidering the note prepared for this poem, I fear it 
comes within the heap of forbidden matter— neither politics nor 
polemics being permitted to make carping residence of my hum- 
ble page. How can one eschew these stinging topics, while 
speaking of a royal visit and knowing of the Paisley weavers ? 
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